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To the Ri^t Honourable 

EDWARD 

Earl 0/ Oxford and Earl Mortimer. 

My L O R D, 

THE invariable Favour which Your. 
Lordship has exprefled for JVeftminfter- 
Schooly 2l Place no Power can hinder me fixjm 
loving, would have determined me to defire the 
Honour of the fame Patron^, ^en thoi^h I 
a 2 had 
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ii DEDICATION. 

had not been influenced by fiiperior Confiderations, 
fiich as I (hall never be afraid to glory in, while 
I retain any Memory of Duty towards one of the 
bed Sovereigns, or of Efteem for one of the 
greateft Minifters our Nation ever enjoyed j a 
Minifter, who extorted publick Applaufe from his 
bittereft Enemies, and who, in his lowefl Ebb of 
Fortune, feared the mightiefl Thirflers for his Blood 
much leis than he was feared by them. 

The hereditary R^rd for Learning, and the 
Seats and Profeflbrs of it, which defcends to Your 
LpRDSHiP fiwm fo excellent a Father, makes 
me hope even the following Poems will not be 
altogether unacceptable ; elpecially fince they are 
chiefly calculated to promote the trueft Interelts of 
Mankind, Religion and Virtue : for that is a 
Mait I Ihall never give up, as I (hall never claim 
any othei* : As far as the Iptention reaches, they 
are not quite undeferving the nobleft Patron. 

Tis 
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DEDICATION. iil 

Tis with Reludfence I wave the Mention of 
many Perfonal Obligations received from Your 
Lordship ; but I can by no means refift this 
Opportunity of returning my Acknowledgmenis 
on my Father's Account, who is paft expreffing 
his own Gratitude on Earth, being now happy 
in that World which alone is worthy of Him. 
Neither Obfcurity of Condition, nor Diftance of 
Place, could prevent Your Lordship from 
diftinguifliing and encouraging a worthy Clergy- 
man in his indefatigable Searches after Truth, 
and his unfafliionable Studies in Divinity ; which 
perhaps might have been left uniinilhed without 
that Ejicouragement : And it will be no fmall 
Recommendation of the Work itfelf, that its 
Author was favoured and approved by an 
Earl of OXFORD. 

That Your Lordship may continue a 
Bleffing and Ornament to Your Country, eminent 

6x 
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for flriSeft Honour in publick, for unfjwtted Pro- 
bity in private Life ; ftedfaft and unwearied in 
every good Work ; and after a venerable old Age, 
crown'd with all the Profperity of this mortal 
State, may enjoy the eternal Felicity of a better ; 
is, and (hall be the lincere Prayer of. 



My LORD, 

Tour LoRpsHip'j moft Dutiful, 
Obliged., and Obedient 

Humble Servant, 



S. WESLEY. 
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TO THE 

READER. 

IF the following Pieces jhould meet with any 
courteous Reader among thofe who are Stran- 
gers to the Writer, it is proper He Jhould be 
informed, that it was not any Opinion of Excel- 
lency in the Verfes themftlves that occafioned their 
prefent ColleSfion and Publication, but merely the 
Profit propojed by the Subfcription. 

It is obvious to Jitppoje that many People may 
expeSi fever al things of quite a different Nature 
from any they will here find ; But as the Sheets 
have exceeded the Number engaged for in the 
Propofals, there is more reafon to fear that the 
beft "Judges will blame the Book for being Jo long, 
rather than cenfure it for being n» longer. 

Tbt 
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To the R E A D E R. 

The Author hopes m body who k/iowshim thinks 
him capable of Undutifulnefs to his Earthly Sove- 
reign, or of Treafon againft the King of Kings : 
and whatever Ludicrous Copies may be attributed to 
him by common Fame, if they do not tranfgrefs 
thofe Bounds, how fevere foever upon particular 
Crimes, he neither owns nor difowns them ; — Fear 
was made for the Guilty only ; or, «j H a m l e t 
better exprejjes it in a Scrap of an old Song, 

Why let the flxucken Deer go weep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 
Ihere are a few Verfes in this ColleEiion, which 
the Author of the reft cannot lay claim to as his 
own j for the Infertion of which, if the Writers 
will pardon. He is perjuaded the Readers will 
have Qccafton to thank him- 
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P O E M S 

ON SEVERAL 

O C C A S I O N S. 



A N - - 

Hymn to G O D the F A T H E R, - 

I.-';- . . ; ■ _ 

HAIL, Father I whofe creating Gali 
Umiumber'd Worlds attend ; 
J5HOVAH! comprehending all, 
Whom none can Comprehend. 
■ • A II. la 
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POEMS. 
11. 

In Light unfearchable enthron'd. 

Which Angels dimly fee ; 
The Fountain of the Godliead own'd. 

And foremoft of the Three. 
III. 
From whom through an Eternal Now 

The Son thy Offfpring flow'd, 
An everlafting Father Thou, 

An everlafting God ! 

IV. 
Nor quite difplay'd to Worlds above. 

Nor quite on Earth conceal'd ; 
By wondrpus unexhaufted Love 

To mortal Man reveal'd ! 
V. 
Supreme and All-fufficignt God, 

When Nature ftiall expire ; 
When Worlds, created by thy Nod, 

Shall perilh by thy Fire. 
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POEMS. 3 

VI. 

Thy Name, Jehovah! be ador'd 

By Creatures without end I 
Whom none but thy eflential Word 

And Spirit comprehend. 

An Hymn to Gob the Son. 
I. 

HAIL! God the Son I in Gloiy crown'd. 
E'er Time began to be, 
Thron'd with thy Sire, through one Half-round 
Of wide Eternity I 

11. 
Let Heav'n and Earth, ftupendous Frame, 

Di(play their Author's Pow'r, 
And each exalted Seraph Flame, 
Creator, Thee adore. 

III. 
Whofe wondrous Love the Godhead ihow'd 

Contraifted to a Span ; 
The Co-etemal Son of G od. 
The Mortal Son of Man. 

A 2 IV. To 
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IV. 

To iave Mankind from loft Eflate, 

Behold his Life-blood ftream I 
Hail, Lord! Almighty to create, 

Almighty to redeem I 

V. 
The Mediator's Godlike Sway 

His Church below liiftains, 
'Till J4ature fliall her Judge furvey. 

The Kjng Messiah reigns, 
VI 
Hail, with eflential Glory crown'd. 

When Time fliall ceafe to be I 
Thron'd with thy Father, through the Round 

Of whole Eternity I 

An Htmn to God the Holt-Ghost. 
I. 

HAIL, Holy-GhostI Je«ovab.1 Third 
In Order of the Three, 
Sprung from the Father and the Word 
From all Eternity I 

n. Thy 
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II. 

Thy Godhead brooding o'er th' Abyfi 

Of formlefi Waters lay ; 
Spoke into Order all that is. 

And Darknefi into Day. 
III. 
In loweft Hell, or Heaven's Height, 

Thy Prefence who can fly ? 
Known is the Father to thy Sight, 

The Depths of Deity. 
IV, 
Thy Pow'r through Jesu's Life difplay'd. 

Quite from the Virgin's Womb, 
Dying, his Soul an Off'ring made. 

And rais'd him from the Tomb. 
V. 
God's Image, which our Sins deftroy, 

Thy Grace reftores below. 
And Truth and Holinefi and Joy 

From Thee their Fountain flow. 



yt Hail, 
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VI. 
Hail, Holy-Ghost I Jehovah! Third 

In Order of the Three, 
Thron'd wirii the Father and the Word, 

Through all Eternity I 

An H y M N to the T R I N I T r, 

"Three Perfom and One God. 
I. 

HAIL! Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord ! 
Be endlefs Praife to Thee! 
Supreme Eilential One, ador d 
In Co-eternal Three. 

n. 

Enthron'd in everlafting State, 

E'er Time its Race began ! 
Who join'd in Council to create 

The Dignity of Man I 

III. 
Thou Father, Scm, and Holy-Ghost, 

Empow'ring to Baptize, 
Reftor'ft, for earthly Eden loft, 

An heav'nly Paradife. 

IV. To 
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IV. 

To whom Isaiah's Vifion fliow'd. 

The Seraphs veil their Wings ; 
While Thee, Jehovah I Lord and God, 

Th' Angclick. Army fmgs. 
V. 
To Thee, by myftick Pow'rs on high, 

Were humble Piaifes giv'n, 
Wlien John beheld with fevour'd Eye 

Th' Inhabitants of Heav'n. 
VI. 
All that the Name of Creature owns 

To Thee in Hymns afpire ; 
May we as Angels on our Thrones 

For ever join the Quire I 
VII. 
Hail! Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord I 

Be endlefe Praife to Thee 1 
Supreme Eflential One, ador'd 

In' Co-eternal Three 1 



On 
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0» H A P P I N E S S. 

I. 

WHAT art Thou, Happiness, or where? 
In Mirth, or Wjfdom of the Mind ?' 
In Hermit's Peace, or Heroe's War ? 
To Cots, or Palaces confin'd ? 
tn Friendihip's Breaft, or Beauty's Eye ? 
In Madne£, or in Piety ? 

It 
' Did Peace in Rural Shades abid^ 

Were Groves and Fields the Seat of Reft, 
The Conqu'ror punUli'd for his Pride, 

Thrown from a Monarch to a Beaft, 
Had found, when grazin^in the Field, 
The Blifs his Palace could pot yield. 

in. 

Whole Mind with Lonelinefi can fiiit, 

Wio makes in Caves his dark abode,_ 
Is unreflecting as a Brute, 

Or felf-fuflkient as a God. ' ' 

But Care no Defert can exclude, 
^e haunt ourielves in Solitude. 

Milchancc 
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IV. 
MUchance can reach the high enthron'd, 

Nor Pow'r, nor Fame, can fill the Thought ; 
This weeping Alexander own'd, 

And falling mighty Julius taught: 
And who than Julius hopes to rife 
More brave, or generous, or wife ? 

V. 
Tran^xMted if our Spirits grow. 

Obeying Wine or Mufick's Call, 
The higher at their Rife they flow. 

The lower at their Ebb they iall : 
And fineft Wit affords Delight 
As (hort as Light'ning, tho' as bright. ^ 

YI. 
With Knowledge Sorrows will increafe, 

If Solomon himfelf we hear : 
And who would grafp at Hopes like thefe. 

And Length of Toil and Watching bear. 
Merely by Length of Toil to gain 
A farther Ufury of Pain ? 

B VII. But 
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VII 

But Friendfliip, tjutt can Fate cli&rln. 

Exerts in Life a Pow'r divine ; 
Yet often impotent to irann, 

The Meteor can no more than fliine r 
And noblefl Friends fimetinei w« find 
Are cold, uneafy, or ttokind. 
Vffl. 
Love, when mutual Paffiens rifej 

Sweeteft Happinefi Mow ; 
!ee, the pleafing Vifion Ats,. 

See, the End of Joy is Wo* 1 
Either c!oy'd, or elfe but taftitig j 
'Tis not great, or 'tis not laftifig. 

IX. 
Suppofe no boding mward Stiiigsj 

Repentant Sighs, or guilty Teats ; 
Or Jealoufy, that frequent brings 

Himfelf the Mifchief' that he fears : 
Or FaKhood, or fantaftlck Jar, 
Or fainting Swooning gf Defpair. 
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X. 

The Madman, meny Monarch, laves. 

While pleafing Phtenzy Iboths his Bnun ; 
He Wars and Revolutions braves. 

Of Fear inftnfible and Pain : ■ ■ 
Yet Friends the Liinadck bemoan, 
Curft in Misfortunes not his onrn. 

XI. 
Where Piety, celeftial bom. 

Her genuine kifluence bellows. 
Unpointed is the Iharpeft Thorn, 

And brighten'd is die fiureA Role. 
She Caie from Gteatne£ can exclude. 
And gild the Gloom of Solitude. 

xn. 

Ev'ry Lofs She turns to Gain, 

Joys imclogg'd with Guilt affiiring, 
Pleafiues void of after-Pain, 

Love well grounded and endnring. 
Knowledge bleft, piefenting ftill 
Truth to Wit, and Good to Will. 

B 2 XUI. Lo! 
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xin. 

Lo I the Friend a Brother makes I 
Hdghten'd Love difdains to fly I 

Ev'ry Blifi the prefent laclu 
Heav'n hereafter will iiipply I 

Never cloy'd, the' moie than tailing. 

Ever great, and ever-lafting. 



Epitaph on an Infant. 

BE N E A T H a Heeping Infent lie^ 
To Earth whofe Aihes lent, 
More glorious fliall hereafter rife, 
Tho' not more innocentv 

When the Arch-Angel's Trump fliall founds 

And Souls and Bodies join. 
What Crouds will wifli, their Lives below 

Had been as fliort as thine I 
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A Taraphrafe art Pfalm 8. A Pindaric Ode. 
I. 

JEHOVAH! Sov'rdgn God and Lord! 
Sufiaining this created Frame, 
To Nature's utmoft Bounds ador'd, 

How great, how excellent thy Name f 
Thou bid'ft thy facred Glory fly p 

Beyond th' Expaniion of the Sky, J> 

Above the higheft Heavens, high. ^ 

n. 

Thy Praife employs the Seraph's Lays, 
Sucltling Infants fliow thy Praife : 
From flamm'ring Mouth, at thy Command, 
Strength refifUefs is ordain'd. 
The Giant Wretch, who dares to cope with Thee, 
Yields to the meaneft Child of Piety : 
Unwilling Hearts confefs th' Almighty's Hand, 
Nor can the Wife objeft, nor can the Strong withftand. 
III. 
Thy Pow'r Divine no Limit knows, 

Weaknefs itfelf obeys thy Call ; 

Still is the Rage of dam'rous Foes, 

And down the proud Avengers fall. 
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I. 

Thy Heavens oft, ftupendous Round 1 

In Contemplation I admire, 
Thole Heavens which thy Hands did found ; 

The Sun, whofe unexhaufled Fire 
Does Light and Heat to Eairth convey, ^ 

Runs, joyous his commanded Way, ^ 

Unwearied Monarch of the Day. 3 

n.. 

The Moon, who, R^ent of the Night, 

Shines with delated Bay ; 
The Stars which conft^t fcem » Sight, 
Stars that regularly ftray ; 
Which firft thy plaftick Will from nothing broughf, 
Affign'd. their Sfations, ajuj their Qj^irfes taught : 
Diilinfl with Worlds yon azure Vault appears, 
Sealbns and Days to mark, and guide revolving Years. 

III. 
■ Lokd! what is Man I amaz'd I cry, 

Whofe Mould is Duft, and Life a Span, 
That thou regardeft from on high, 
With fuch Refpea, the Son of Man ! 

Nature 
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I. 

Nature, and Nature's God to fee, 

Mankind, thy Wifdom did ordain. 
To ferve his Maker call'd to be. 

But o'er his Maker's Works to reign. 
Thine awfiil Im^e found to bear, -j 

Thou mad'ft him with pecvdiar Care, > 

And all the Trinity was (deie. J 

It 
On humble Earth his Seat was ptae'd, 

Than th' AngeUck Orders lower ; 
Yet him thy bounteous Meity grac'd, 
Crown'd with Dignity and Power. 
Nay, 'midft thd Splendor of the Throne of God, 
Will higheft.AngeIsi iii that blefs'd Abode, 
Revere the Nature they exctll'd before, 
Join'd to the Son of Man, 6he Son of God before; 
IIL 
Man governs all things here bf low. 

They ferve his Grandeur, or his Need ; 
Laborious Oxen drag his Plough, 

And Sheep for his Convenience bleed.. 

t Nor 
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I. 

Nor only tamer Beafts we find, 

To Man, their Lord, Obedience yield ; 
But ev'ry fierce and lavage Kind, 

That range the Defart and the Field. 
Each Monfter upon AfriclC% Shore, -i 

, And captive Lions, while they roar, > 

Submit reluftant to his Pow'r. j 

IL 
Of Birds, the various feather'd Race, 
Lightly fleeting through the Sky, 
To him perpetual Homage pays, 
From his Empire cannot fly. 
And Fiihes that through Paths of Ocean ftray ; 
From Shoals that num'rous, and that namelels play. 
To vaft Leviathan, dilporting wide. 
Created without Fear, King of the Sons of Pride. 
III. 
Jehovah I Sov'reign God and Lord ! 

Suftaining this created Frame, 
To Nature's utmoft Bounds ador' d. 
How great, how excellent thy Name I 

THE 
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THE 

PREFACE. 

To the Second Edition. 

THE firfi Edition of tbt following Poem -was printed more corr$0ly than could 
havt hten reafonahly txpt3edj fine* it was fabiijbed without the Writer's 
K^owkdgey and a grtat many undeferved Compliments were pajftd upon him in tbt 
^rifact \ fo that be now is utterly prevented from alleging what is ufaai in 
fufb Cafes J — the Heeeffity of doing Juftice to bimfelf. But there is a maeh tetter 
Kiafbtt for giving the Keader this Troubky whith isj the doing yajliee to another, 
Afr. Addison, m f j^ GuwUan, Niftnb. 152, has printed an Jll^oryy which 
it the A-gument of thtfe Stansas. He defign^d to ba-ot written a whole Canto, m 
tbt Spirit of Speocer^ t^on the Contention for Superiority between the two Sexts, 
which gam the Hint to a meaner Handy to baild upon that Foundation ; who 
has found it much eafier to imitate tbt Stanza^ than the Spirit of that exctUent 
<Poet. 

It would ie a mortifying Confideratton for any Many who hoped to eftahlifi a 
Reputation iy Compojhiony to refleOy that a Proda0ion of one of oar finejl Witt 
fiould be fo much unknown to the Werldy as to be miftaha for ntWy and attributed 
to a wrong ^Ptrfotiy a little while after it had been dif^erfed in loofe Papers in 
O^cc-houfcs, nayy and reprinted even with the Authors Name. The Fable was 
plainly intendedy as that Great Man's Works generally wtre^ to promote the Tntereft 
of Virtue ; for which very Rea/bn, perhaps, it funk in Obhviony while federal other 
Pieces, far left valuable, have been more frequently read, and more loudly ap- 
plauded, nere are never wanting Mifcreanta, (V;> an authoriz'd Term,) who ad' 
mire no <Part of Milton fo much as is Political Trofe, and who would prefer 
a Marvel to a Spencer. 

C a *7/j 
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'Its hoped it will net he thought Jrrogaiiee, to home made a few Jlteratiom in the 
flatly which /lems mt altogether Jinijhed. The War is carried on chiefiy hj 
AumVtaritt mt belonging to either Sex, though there feems a tfeee^y they Jhoald 
he either Male or Female^ and con/equently they might as well have been mufiered 
as fach. The Sexes of the Combatants are J'eldom marked \ n^y Modefty, tbt 
peculiar CharaBer of Womttiy is called a Hero., which /upp^es it a Virtue of the 
Ma/culine Gender. The Sexes here are always dt^inguified and maintain their 
own Caufe ; fince People generally fight their own Battles bejt- For be mujt be a 
confummate ^olitieiati indeed, who by forming Barriers and Jlliances can make 
Men more concerned for others than for themfehes. 

There is but one (iber Qbange of Mr. AnniiQH's Bxpre^on, wbicbneedht 
taken notice of. The Goda and Hymen are left outy and Angels and Marriage 
/uhflituted in their Places. Js long as the Heathen Tolythei/m was efiahlijhed, 
and according to Hobba'i De/fnitiott ofReligiony Tales feigned in private were bo- 
litved publickly ; tbofe Machines might reafonably contribute to the Maroetoas in 
^oetryy without appearing Monfirous and Incredible : But having been long um^ 
mrfat^ disbelievedy tb^ now tranfgrefs all Bounds of Prebahlity. BefideSy they 
are neceffarily ohfcure to moft KeaderSy fince it requires a competent Share ofLiam' 
ingy to underfiand the Attujions to antiquated Fables ; eat to infifi upon what Boffii 
grantSy that the Shell of the anttent Jlkgories was more calculated to do Mifehid'^ 
than the Moral was to do Service to Mankind. Though 'tis a very doubtful ^oint 
wbetbery generally fpeakingy the poetical FiSions were at fi^ de^ntd to have a^ 
Moral at all. Neither is it impraSicable to be a compleat Poet upon a Chr^ian 
Scheme ; if any one thinks foy let him read Pamdife Loft. Tet the Majority rf 
Modem 'Poets fiand up ftifly far an indefeajibh Right to their eld Heathenifm ; 
and fame of them feem by their ffritings to take in the Agenda, as well at 
Credendi, of that No-Religion ; and to be Pagans in PraSice^ as well at 
Belief 

If the following Lines Jboald he peremptorily pronounced to have nothing Poetital 
in tbemy becaufe utterly deftitute of Gods and GoddeJfeSy the Author will be very! 
tafy upon that Heady if it may be allowed him to have given atiy Hints not unpro- 
fitahle for the ConduSl of life. To this Etid be has expatiated in drawing the 
CbaraHers much farther than was reqaiJitCy meerly with a View to the Battle of 
the Sexes. For he bad rather he of fame Vfeto a finglc Reader, than^ witiout 
that degree of U/efulnefSy to he ejeemed the beft Poet that ever wrote. 
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THOU, for whofe View thefc Numbers were defign'dy 
A while with Favour, Hamilton, attend; 
Smile, and b^in not now to be unkind, 

But though the Poet pleafe not, fpare the Friend.. 
And Thou, dear Objeft of my growing Love, 

Whom now I muft not, or I dare not name, 
Approve my Verfe, which fliines if you approve; 

Let giddy Madmen court delufive Fame ; 
Let your Acceptance fweet o'erpay my Toil ; 
Let Age and Rigour frown, fo Youdi and Beauty jCmilb. 

n. Of 
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II. 

of Arms, which fierce contending Sexes bore, 

I ling ; and Wars, for Fame and Empire made. 
De(jx)tick Man rul'd with tyrannick Pow'r, 

Obey'd, but with ReluSance ftill obey'd ; 
With Words his long-diiputed Cauie he tries, 

But Wonian's equal Wit difdains to yield ; 
At length to Arms ui^;;neroufly he flies. 

As quick the Female takes the profer'd Field ; 
Each their fiiperior Merit to maintain : 
For Man was leam'd and proud, and Woman fair and vain. 
III. 
A Plain their was, -call'd Life, extoided wide. 

To which a fingle painful Pa£^e fed. 
With num'rous Oudets plac'd on ev'ry Side j 

Scenes finiling fair the ProlpeA overfpread : 
Flourets, and Myrtles fiagrait, feem'dlorifc: 

AU was ai diftance iweet, but near at hand 
The gay Deceit mock'd the defiling Eyes, 

With Thorns, and defert Heath, and barren Sand. 
Seveieft Change aSlias th' uncertain Air, 
Expoe'd to Summer Suns, to Blafts of Winter bare. 

IV. Twas 
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IV. 
'Twas here each Sex their Field of Battle chofe, 
The narrow Enttancc by Confent they paft ; 
But enter'd, fixm their Enmity difclofe, 

And to their diferent Standards march with hafte. 
Before dire&injg Reafon yet awoke, 

Was Faffioo taught them ev'n in Infant Age, 
While antient Sires the kindling Sparks provoke, 

And wanung Dames impertinently fage. 
Thus other Sex in mutual Feuds combin'd. 
As tho' for Wars and Hate by Nature's God defign'd. 
V. 
Brigades of crafty Neuters hov'ring ky 

Camp'd oh the Margin of the ^>acious Plain, 
To wait the doubtful Fortune of the Day, 

And publick Lofi improve to private Gam : 
Detefted Prudence I Others, nobler far. 

Their uorefdving March to neither bend, 
Purpos'd in Friendflup to compoje the Jar, 

Or timely Succour to th' C^refs'd to fend. 
Here Ma»»iage chafte, diere Love the Conqu'ror lies, 
Adverfe to ranging Lust, and groveling Avarice. 

VL The 
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VI. 
The Women firft, quick to Revenge, were ften 

In {Uning rich enamel'd Arms advance ; 
Like antient Spartans, o'er the level Green, 

To breathing Flutes they trod a meafur'd Dance. 
Dieadfiil to Man fo moving ! Strait in Air, 

Male Baimeis wave, while Ibundii^ Trumpets Breath 
Kindles in martial Breails ftem Love of War, 
Delib'rate Valour, and Contempt of Death. 
Fiirious they charge, while Fortitude, their Guide, 
Conlpicuous in the Van, his Female Foes defy'd. 
VII. 
In fteflieft Pride of Life, and Strength of Years, 

The Male Battalions worthy to command. 
In Times of Danger unappal'd with Fears, 

A Chieftain fwift of Foot, and ftrong of Hand ; 
Nor tir'd with Labours, nor difmay'd with Pains, 

Arm'd at all Points, a Stranger to Deipair, 
He dreads not Treafon, and he Force difdains ; 

In bitter Taunts he thus accofts the Fair. 
By Women charg'd, Ihall Warriors back recoil ? 
Sharp Swords and pointed Spears Ihall feeble Diftaffs foil ? 

VIII. Beauty, 
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vni. 

BiAUTY, great Gen'ial of the Female War, 

Sprung ftom the Front with Fortitude t'engage; 
Too flight for Toil her tender Limbs appear, 

Yet ftouteft Heroes trembled at her Rage. 
Stiff Ribs of Whale her Ckat of Mail compos'd ; 

Compos'd with Art, her taper Wafte to Ihow : 
A Bever wrought with black her Helmet clos'd, 

Which by the Name of Mask the Modems kiiow. 
Each Step, each Motion, fliot an artlefe Grace ; 
She feem'd of Conqueft fure, fiue e'en without her Face. 
IX. 
The warlike Virgin, and the Hero, chofe 

In dilFrent Ways to wage an equal Fight ; 
With Giant Strength he heaps redoubled Blows ; 

Of Force inferior, (he depends on Slight : 
Eluding furious Strokes by quick Retreat, 

Long time (he wards, and wary fliifts her Place ; 
At length her Helm his Sword defcending met, 

And of her lable Vizard cut the Lace ; 
Millions of fudden Charms difcover'd lye. 
Her Skin, her Hair, her Brows, her Cheeks, her Lip, her Eye. 
D X. Dif- 
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X. 
Difdainful Frowns and Smiles alternate life, 

Swift to her Cheeks the lovely Crimfon ftreams, 
While kindling Rage darts Lightning from her Eyes, 

And adds new Brightnefi to their native Beams ; 
Nor ihalc thou boaft, th' undaunted Virgin laid. 

Nor am I yet defencelefe, and o'erthrown. 
His forward Foot the fhrinldng Warrior ftay'd, 

Damp'd with refiftlefi Fear, 'till then unknown ; 
Th' inchanting Voice his utmoft Nerves unftrung. 
And what her Eyes began, fhe perfcdts with her Tongue.. 
XI. 
But Wisdom next flow-marching to his Aid, 
In heavy Armour took the doubtful Field ; 
Temper'd his Helm, by wondrous Magick made ; 

And Proof to Witchcraft was his pond'rous Shield. 
Calm without Fear, and fervent without Rage, 

In A££ion quick, and wary to advife. 
He feem'd advanc'd to more than middle Age ; 
For when had Youth the Leifure to be wife ? 
Valiant to charge, but not too proud to fly ; 
Refolv'd his lifted Arm, and quick his piercing Eye. 

XII. Now 
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XII. 

Now Beauty fmall avails, for Wisdom knows 

How fcon her tranfitory Glories fail ; 
That Age brings languid Eyes, and wither'd Brows, 

Her Hairs all hoary, and her Face all pale. 
The more he view'd, he view'd with lefs Applaufe ; 

Whom R^e diftorted, and whom Pride deform'd : 
Sternly his unreliptmg Sword he draws, 

Nor byher Looks, nor by her Language warm'd. 
Scarce could frail Beauty ftand his awful View, 
When timely to her Aid deep-mining Cunning flew. 
XIIL 
Artful her Bofom heav'd, her rolling Eyes 

Allur'd with Glances whom in Heart fhe fcom'd ; 
Sweet flow'd her Words with ever-pleafing Lies, 

An Infant Lilp her double Tongue adora'd. 
Her Feet half dancing, negligently pac'd ; 

Her Motion, nay, her Reft was all Defign j 
Her Arms a Scarf, and Ribband Bridle grac'd, 

Whofe Colours glorious in the Sun-beams Ihine ; 
Their Hue ftill varying with the changing Place, 
Yet each alternate Dye was fuited to her Face. 

D 2 XIV. 



yGoogle 



a8 POEMS. 

XIV. 
The Springs and Paffions of the fecret Mind, 

The wily Sorcerefs could furcly move ; 
Now cruel falfe, now feeming (kithful kind. 

With well-drels'd Hate, and well-diffembled Love r 
Faft fell her Tears, obedient to her Will, 

A fide-long Glance her roving Eyes would throw ; 
Simple in Shew, and innocent of Skill, ^ 

Obferving moft what lead ihe feem'd to know.r 
Then fartheft off when moft approaching near. 
Was never Fraud fo deep, in 'Semblance fo fincere. 
XV. 
A fierce and dubious Confliift now began j 

Cunning, great Engineer of Womankind, 
Wisdom, main Champion for contending Man, 

Met, wond'ring each, their Match in Arms to find : 
Equal the Fight, while both their Station held. 

While neither Chief the adverfe Camp invades, 
But furious Onfets either Part repell'd. 

By warlike Wiles and viewlefs Ambufcadcs : 
Their Safety not in Strength, but flying, flood ; 
They conquer'd who retir'd, they yielded who purfued. 

XVI. Mean 
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XVI 
Mean time, far to the Left, Great Patience fought, 

Experienc'd Veteran, harden'd in Alarms ; 
His Mail feem'd Proof 'gainft mortal Fury wrought, 

Yet Furrows deep indent his batter'd Arms ; 
Lofs with perfifting Dihgence he retriev'd, 

Arm'd by his prefent Ills for fiiture Wars ; 
Leader of Men, Wounds had he oft receiv'd, 

Nobly deform'd with hoaoutable Scars : 
A btanching Palm the Chieftan's Target bore, 
Whofe Boughs the more oppreft, fuperior rife the more. 
XVII. 
Him Scorn oppos'd, an Amazonian Fair, 

Whofe haughty Eyes were ever glanc'd askew ; 
Her Neck writh'd backward With dildainful Air, 

As fome diflafteful Sight oflends her View. 
That filly Maid incur'd her fteady Hate, 

That could to Man, tyrannick Fawner, bow : 
At diftance let the menial Spaniel wait. 

Or cringing at her Feet his Duty know. 
Studious of Flight, flie fear'd to truft her Feet, 
But rode a Moorifli Barb, than Eaftem Winds more fleet 

XVIIL At 
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XVIII. 
Tho' Man, as trodden Dirt, her Soul defpis'd. 

Yet ill her Habit and her Words agree ; 
A raanUke Hunter's Drefi her Form difguis'd, 

Shafts at her Back, and Buskins to her Knee : 
She fought, Uke antient Partiiant, flying feft,^ 
And frequent flop'd her fwift Purfuere Speed, 
Still as Ihe ihot, redoubling ftrait her HaAe, 

Quick bom (ai diftant hy her light-foot Steed ; 
E'er on her Cask, her Foe Man's Sword delbends. 
Who 'gainft impaflive Air his idle Fuiy bends. 
XIX. 
At length, oft wounded bjr her backward Dart, 

Difmounted Patience headlong greets the Plain ; 
The boalUid Cooqu'refi glories in his Smart, 

Stops, and alights, to view and mock his Pain. 
The feeming breathlefs Champion light arofe. 

By Woimds unweaken'd, fiercer for his Fall ; 
Nor could aftonifh'd Scorn his Force oppofe, 
Debar'd of wonted FUght, a fudden Thrall. 
So dear th' unwary ihort-Kv'd Brav'ry coft ;' 
What Hours with Toil preferv'd, with Eafe a Moment loft. 

XX. But 
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XX. 

But now the Neutral Troops to move began, 

Threat'ning the wearied Hofb with fatal War, 
Led by their Chieftain Lust, a Giant iVfan, 

With boaftful Voice, loud Hwudng from alar ; 
Like Mountain-Torrents fwdl'd by Winter-Show'n, 

Refiftlefs, fierce he ftreeps aloi^ the Plain : 
His 1^'rous Mouth a Flame in&ftious pours. 

Darting How Death and ftrength-confuming Pain ; 
His ever-rolling Eyes like Beacons glare, 
Shag'd as the Goat his Limbs, and black his brilUing Hair. 
XXI. 
SdU to new Conqueft eager he alpir'dj 

Leaving with Scorn whom he fubdued in Fight ; 
'Gainft all RepuUes fteel'd, nor ever tir'd 

With tsilfome Day, or ill-fucceeding Night 
Aaive when e'er the lucky Moment call'd, 

And leaft Advantage obftinate to prefs : 
His harden'd Front unblulhing, unappall'd, 

Laugh'd at Reproaches, and enjoy 'd Difgrace ; 
Sporting with Oaths, unmov'd with Parent's Moans, 
With rifled Virgin's Shrieks, or Infant's dying Groans. 

XXIL His 
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XXII. 

His Shield was painted with lafcivious Lies, 

Whoredoms divine, devis'd to veil his Shame, 
Of Jove the Thund'rer, and of Phabus wife. 

The Bull, the Goat, the Serpent, and the Flame : 
Diana Midwife Prude, by day-light chafte, 

Afleep lay piSur'd in Endymon% Arms ; 
There Bacchus' Feafts and fenus' Rites were plac'd. 

With Philtres bale, and Luft-compelling Charms. 
A Creft obfcene o'erlhades the Monfter's Head, 
A yove in Eagle's Form, with ravilh*d Ganymede* 
XXIII. 
'Gainft Lust the ralh Coquets their Forces bent, 

But funk beneath the Fury of the Storm ; 
When Modesty, from the main Army fent 

T' oppofe his Rage, advanc'd her Angel Form ; 
Skilful with Darts to wage an equal Fight, 

Her Arm relifts not, but prevents the Blow ; 
A guiltlefi Blufh crimfons her fnowy White ; 

Her Voice referv'dly foft, and fweetly low. 
Few Women Chiefs did like Perfeflion fliare. 
Scarce Conning more of Might, or Beauty's felf more fair. 

XXIV. The 
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XXIV. 
The Championed qtiick fdz'd a rifing Ground, 

Where Ramparts high by Parent Hands were wrought, 
Whofe Fence the Giant traverfing aroimd, 

Now here, now there, in vain an Entrance fought 
Upwards he preis'd with unaraiUng Speed, 
Ardent in equal Fight his Foe t' aflail ; 
Her ready Lance meets his aipiring Head, 

Strongly rebulFd he tumbling ftrikes the Vale ; 
But undifmay'd, upftarting from the Plain, 
Again he rifes fierce, difgrac'd to fall again, 
XXV. 
Stunn'd with the Shock, the Icarcely conqu'ring Fair, 

Now wifely meditates a diftant Blow ; 
A pond'rous Stone hurl'd through the whiflling Air, 

Prevents the grappling of her ftronger Foe ; 
Full on his Helm the rocky Fragment fell. 

And foil'd in humble Duft his lofiy Creft ; 
But Wounds on Wounds his Court in vain repel, 

For ten-fold Fury fires his ftubbom Bread ; 
His glaring Eyes fliot red revengeful Flame ; 
He roar d, and would have blufc'd, if capable of Shame. 

E XXVI. His 
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XXVI. 
His Fraud, th* Ardfieer of Falfliood try'd 

In borrow'd Shape t' elude her wary Eye ; 
His Shield and well-known Casket thrown afide,. 

Difguis'd like Love, he marCh'd as an Ally. 
With unfufpidous Faith die Maid believ'd, 

'Till now the Rampart's Top the Foe had gain'd ; 
Too late the lurking Treafon flie petceiv'd, 

Surpris'd un'wares, flie fcarce his Force fufiain'd'j 
Courage her Heart, and Strength her Arm forlbok ; 
Weak, finking by Degrees ; faint, yielding to the Shock. 
XXVII. 
The felf-fufficient Prudes embattled flood 

Near Hand, but none t' aflift the vanquilh'd flies ; 
Their Neighbour Ranks they faw with Joy fiibdu'd. 

With fpitefiil Mirth triumphant in their Eyes ; 
With Scoffs and fage Reproaches they upbraid 

Thofc that o'erpower'd for Help or Pity call : 
And can they yield to Lust ? in Rage they faid. 

Unaided, fiiendlefs, let the Wretches fell. 
Themfelves were now aflail'd, the reft o'erthrown, 
And Weaknefs fcorn'd lb late, too foon became their own. 

XXVIII. At 
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xxviir. 

At length the Chieftain Prude obftrufls his Speed, 

By Men call'd Honour, but by Angels Pridi; 
On lowly Earth her Foot difdain'd to tread, 
High in a Martial Car flie chofe to ride : 
The Load fix dappled Courfeis proudly drew, 
Their Hamefi bright with Tinfel overcaft; 
Still as flie rode, a confcious Glance fhe threw. 
To mark what Gazers view'd her as fhe paft. 
Studded with bumifh'd Brals tlie Chariot fliin'd. 
And drag'd with ufele£ Pomp fix glittering Slaves behind. ' 
XXIX. 
she clanks her rattling Arms, and Ihouts aloud, 

Strengthen'd by num'rous Troops that gaz'd around ; 
While Lust, half faint, amidft the thronging Croud, 

Himfelf on Fpot, a Match imequal found : 
He leaves the Field, as defp'rate of Succels, 

But with recruited Rage and Strength returns. 
Drawn by eight Steeds, he breaks the wond'ring Prefi j 

With Gold his Slaves are bright, his Chariot bums. 

Pride turn'd her Reins, foon as his Car (he view'd ; 

The Monfter fliouts, She yields ; (he flies to be purfued. 

E 2 XXX. Now 
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XXX. 

Now Jable-mantled Night advancing nigh, 

Colouis, diftin<% before, confus'dly blends ; 
While for from either Hoft the Chariots fly, 

'Till Honour tir'd, to parley conddcends, 
And deigns fubmifi her haughty Creft to lower ; 

For Privacy flie deems her Shame will fcreen : 
No more defying, ftriking now no more. 

Since nor her Vaunts are heard, nor Prowefs feen : 
she yields a willing Captive to his Might, 
Obfcur'd in guilty Clouds of all-concealing Night 
XXXI. 
From yielded Honour, Lust returning flew. 

Where camp'd in Reft the Male Battalions lay. 
And rous'd their wearied Hoft with Battle new. 

With Rage ftill fierceft when remote fiom Day. 
Not all the Noontide Heat and Toil of War 

Equal'd the Daqgers of this Midnight Hour ; 
The Centiy fink, unnerv'd with fudden Fear, 

And Groans of Wretches (peak the Vigor's Pow'r ; 

'Till, Ipread from Rank to Rank, th' Alarm was heard, 

Where Reason, wakeful Chief, his utmoft Tent up-rear'd. 

XXXII. From 
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XXXII. 
From Courts and Cities frequent he retir'd, 

Rey'reudhis hoary Head, in Council fege; 
Scorn'd"in Extretftes, and in Extremes admir'd ; 

Decry'd in Youth, and idoliz'd in Age : 
His Voice was linall, and ftill, and laiAy known 
Where direftd Trumpets vex the troubled Air ; 
He ftarts from Earth, where arm'4 his Limbs were thrown. 

His Squadrons Fate or to revenge, or fliare. 
Your enter'd CamjV from fmA Deftrudion keep. 
Or inftant rous'd awake^ or ilain 6x ever fleep. 
XXXIII. • 
He Ipake ;' they rife obedient to his Call, 

Who near their Chief their ready Tents had plac'd; 
Yet baffled fcon, the Conqu'rors Prey they 611, 

Their Leader flanding but to yield the laft. 
A while unconquer'd prov'd his aged Arm,. 
A while his Fortune hung in equal Scale : 
He funk, enfeebled as he grew more warm ; 

But Lust prefi'd on, accuftom'd to prevail, 
With Strength unljated by laborious Sweaty ■ 
Greateft when moft oppos'd, increafing wjA his Heat. 

XXXIV. Now 
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xxxnr. 

Now ruddy Mom purpled the glowing Eaft, 

And fliow'd the Wafle the Monfter's Rage hjtd made ; 
Whole Force nor Floods, nor Mountajm could refifi. 

Nor Brais, nor Diamond Barriers, could have ftay'd. 
At length, both fliatter'd Hofb their Councils bent, 

How fijreft to revoke their oommoa Foil ; 
Made wile by Smait, a. Championed they fent, 

Whofe Arm alone was equal to the Toil ; 
Sometimes on Earth by Virtue's Tide &n'd. 
By wife Angel-Minds divine Reusion nam'd. 
• XXXV. 
Mild, fweet, fetene, and cheai-ful was her Mood ; 

I>for grave with Stemnefs, nor with Lightnefi free ; 
Againft Example refijutdy good. 

Fervent in Zeal, and warm in Charity : 
Who ne'er fotfook her Faith for love of Peace, 

Nor fought with Fire nai Sword to Ihow her Zeal ; 
Duteous to Princes, when they moft opprefs ; 

Patient in. bearing 111, and doing well : 
In Pray'rs and Tears £he fought and found Defence, 
Nor rais'd reb^ous Arms to ftrengthen Providence. 

XXXVI. Her 
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XXXVI. 
Her prudent Care was fix'd on Heaven's Height, 

Yet by her Steps on Earth that Care was fliown: 
Fearlefs of Harm in Daricnels, as in Lig^t ; 
Fearfid of Sin at Midni^t, as at Noon : 
A bloody Ciofr was pourttay'il on her Shield, 

Whofe Sight the Monfler Icarcely could fuflain i 
Feeble to gain, yet loth to quit the Field; 

Blafted and thunder-ftruck witfi chilling Pain ; 
When 'gainft his Head her iacred Arms flie bent; 
Stria Watch, and Faft fevere, and Prayer omnipotent. 
XXXVII. 
Murm'ring he fled, yet backward tura'd his Face, 
Whom Step by Step th' Angehck Maid purluedj 
Yet oft, as flack'ning he obferv'd her Pace, 

He ftay'd his Flight, and Battle fierce renew'd. 
Mean while the yet-remaining neutral Bands, 

Advanc'd with open Look and friendly Mind ; 
Whofe timely March a glorious Pair commands. 

Marriage, and Love; unhappy when disjoin'd ; 
Who over Lu st the fureft Triumph gain'd ; 
Friends to Religion firm, by Wifeft God ordain'd. 

XXXVm. Love,. 
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XXXVIII. 
Love, the moft general Conqu'ror here below, 

Whofe fubtle Nature hard is to be told ; 
Whom all can feel, but few aright can know ; 

Who cheats the crafty, and who fook the old. 
He feem'd of jarring Contraries compos'd. 

To Day fliaip-fighted, and to Morrow blind; 
His Beaver lifted up, his Face difdos'd. 

Where fimple Faith, and winning Sweetnefs (liin'd. 
High on his Creft &t perch'd a Gall-lefi Dove, 
Emblem of changelefs Truth, and Chaftity, and Love. 

xxxrx. 

Th' immortal Glories of the Nut-brimn Maid, 

Embkzon'd lively on his Shield appear : 
The various Parts the Ihifting Lover play'd ; 

The Teft for human Frailty too fevere. 
Wealth, Eafe, and Fame, and Sex ihe caft behind ; 

Where Friendftiip leads, determin'd to purfue : 
Not FaUhood's felf could ftiake her fteady Mind, 

Firm to the Bale, and to the Perjur'd true. 
All but her Virtue, (he for Henry leaves ; 
Love ftands the fore Aflault, tho' rival'd Woman grieves. 

XL. Some- 
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XL. 

Sometimes more fleet the fwift-foot Pow'r would go 

Than Morning Light, or quicker Thought can fly ; 
Sometimes with flsaling Motion, filent, flow ; 

Unieen, unmark'd, but by the jealous Eye : 
Dauntlefs, refolv'd, mindlefi of Perils paft, 

Rewarded in an Hour for Years of Pain ; 
Trembles his Eye, with modeft Awe down-caft, 

Faulteis his Tongue, fcarce daring to complaifi 5 
Yet, when grown bold, their moving Force he tries. 
Manna is on his Tongue, and Witchcraft in his Eyes. 
XLL- 
Of winged Boys a num'rous Troop he led, 

Whofe Shafts both Sexes wound with catain Aim, 
The Wounds not Pain, but -doubtful Pleafiire bred ; 

For not from Hofble Bows the Arrows came. 
Foi^etdng Feuds, they long to be ally'd. 

And fofter PalTions on their Bofoms feize: 
Down from their Hands their wrathful Weapons flide, 

Chang'd is their Hatred for Defire to pleafe : 
In fudden Peace the jarring Kinds agree, 
With Reconcilement dear, and cordial Ainity. 

F XLH. Tranf- 
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XLH. 
Transform'd by magick Love the Males appeal. 

New caft their Natures in a finer Mould ; 
Prudent the Fool, well-natur'd the Severe, 

The Wife grenr humble, and the Coward bold. 
Nor lels his friendly Darts imfHove the Fair ; 
Was none or loofely free, or coyly rude 5 
The gay Coquet nqw Uv'd not to enfiiare. 

To meekeft paffive Woman funk the Prude : 
Nor could the Brave refift, or Fearful run. 
For Heav'n made Man to win, and Woman to be won. 
XLIII. 
Next clofe to Love, well-fuited Marriage came. 

Who Hand in Hand their ibcial Steps advance ; 
Kindly as Warmth of Life, her even Flame, 

Not Fevers halt, nor flutt'ring Spirits dance ; 
Who Pleafure tailed with refleaing Thought, 

Nor Life upbraided for avoidlefi Pains 
Entail'd on Mortal State ; but wifely fought 

Too flitting Love with long-enduring Chains, 
Of Intereft and of Duty faft to bind ; 
. Fountain of chafte Delight, great Parent of Mankind. 

XLIV. Where 
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XLIV. 

Where Lo v e had toudi'd the Hearts, ftie joins the Hands, 

And grants an holier, and a ftronger Tye j 
For Death alone could difunite her Bands, 

Nor fliOTter Space could Friendfliip fatisfy. 
While thus flie join'd the Fairs, the Matron Ipoke ; 

Attend, je Sexes, and my Words apprbve. 
My Doom nor Male nor Female fliall revoke ; 

Since Nature form'd the Kinds for mutual Love : 
Your Battle vain, vain is your Anger fhown, 
For mors diffii^oifh'd Kate mere Dotage lliall attone. 
XLV. 
Tho' Man Ihall awful Rule o'er Woman bear. 

Not Iprung from greater .Worth, but Right Divine; 
Yet flie fliaU in her Turn Dominion Ihare, 

E'er to his Will her Empire Ihe refign : 
But, while flie tdgns, her Mercy let her /how. 

And well employ the quickly-fleeting Time ; 
Not unrewarded fliall her Mildnefs go, 

And ftriflefl; Juftice fliall o'ertake her Crime. 

Gently fliall thofe be rul'd, who gently fway'd ; 

Abjed fliall thofe obey, who haughty were obey'd. 

F 2 XLVI. Am- 



yGoogle 



44 POEMS. 

XLVI. 
Ambition proud, and fordid AvaricS, 

Two mighty Troublers of the World were pear, 
Abhor'd by all Men, when without Difguife ;, 

But now the Garb of Love they chofe to wear; 
Ambition ftooping popularly low,. 

Still pleaded publick Welfare, not his own-; 
Diflembling deep, yet unreferv'd in Show, 

Impofing all Things,, but believing none : 
Whofe fobtle Wit could crofi Events command^ 
Scomer of Heav'n and Earth, his God his own Right Hand. 
XLVn. 
Skill'd in the various Turns of giddy Tides, 

With dextrous Timdng of his watchful Skill, . 
With cool Difdain, the Preacher: he derides, 

Who marks th' eternal Bounds of Good and 111 : 
By him were Princes barr'd of equal Love, 

And loft to Quiet if they Greatnefs' prize ; 
Opprefs'd with State unwillingly they move, 

Crown'd are the Viflims drag'd to Sacrifice. 
Abfent, unknown, and unindeard they wed. 
Mean while the naked Sword divides the lovelefs Bed. 

XLVin. Next 
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XLVIII. 
Next, clofe to him, crept Avarice the Old, 

Quick to receive, but ever flow to pay ; 
Wanting for fear of Want, adoring Gold ; 

Nearer his Inn, more careful for his Way : 
His flinty Breaft could ne'er Compaflion Ihow, . 

He Pity JVeahmfi, Virtue Folly calls ; 
Friendlet, and to himfelf the deadlieft Foe, 
Harden'd he lives, and unrepenting falls. 
He blooming Youth to palfy'd Age would tye. 
To raife and to enrich,, would end his Family. 
XLK. 
Thefe Traitors, mask'd like Love, in Marriage join'd 

Thoufands by Nature form'd to dilagree ; 
While thoughtlefe Youth the future Lifl'.not mind. 

And Age dim-fighted help'd their Treachery. 
Their Pairs were foon diftinguifli'd by th' Event ; , 

Unkind Reproach, too biting to endure. 
Pining Diftruft, and brawling Difcontent, 

Curs'd Jealoufy, which Heaven alone can cure.- 
Foul perjur'd Guilt, fad Caufer of Divorce, 
And late Repentance vain, of Hell itfelf the Source, 

L. Forgive 
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L. 

Forgive the Voice that ufeful Fiftion fings ; 

Not impious Tales of Deities impure, 
Not Faults of breathlefi Queens or living Kings, , 

In open Treafon, or in Veils oblcutc. 
What here I write, each knowing Ejre will fee 

To all but Brutes and Angels muft belong : 
Still will the Sexes jar, and ffill agree. 

And each Day's Truth (hall moralize my Song. 
Still will each Sex for Sov'reignty contend : 
Wars with the World begun, with that alone fliall end. 
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ON THE 
Sixth and Eighth Vtrjes of the \Qth Chap. s/'Ifaiah, 

OCCASIONED BY 

The Death ofaYouNo Lady. 

^// Fkjh is Grafs, and all the Gtmdlimfs thereof is as the 
FUmer of the Field. 

Tie Grafs leitheretb, the Plower fadetb, but the tVord of our 
God Jball fland for ever. 



TH E Morning Flow'rs dilplay their Sweets, 
And, gay, their filken Leaves unfold j 
As cardefi of the Noon-day Heats, 
And fearlefi of the Evening Cold. 

n. 

Nip'd by the Wind's unkindly Blaft, 

Parch'd by the Sun's direfler Ray, 
The momentary Glories wafte. 

The fhort-liv'd Beauties die away. 

m. So 
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III. 

So blooms the Human Face Divine, 

When Youth its Pride of Beauty fliows ; 
Fairer than Spring the Colours ftiine, 
And fweeter than the Virgin Rofe. 
IV. 
Or worn by flowly-roUing Years, 

Or broke by Sicknefs in a Dayj 
The &ding Glory difappears, 
; The fliort-liv'd Beauties die away, 

V. 
Yet thefe, new rifing from the Tomb, 
With Luftre brighter far ftiall fliine. 
Revive with ever-during Bloom, 
Safe from Difeafes and Decline, 
VI. 
Let Sicknefs blaft, and Death devour. 

If Heav'n muft recompenfe our Pains ; 
Perifli the Grafs, and fade the Flow'r, 
If firm the Word of God remains. 



From 
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From Martial. 

Vitam qua faciunt beatiorem. &c. 

PLea&nteft Companion This, 
This in Life is Happinels : 
Early an Eftate to gain, 
Left, not purchas'd by your Pain : 
Grounds that pay the Tiller's Hire, 
Hearths with erer-during Fire ; 
Safe from Law t' enjoy your own. 
Seldom view the bufy Town ; 
Health, with mod'iate Vigour join'd ; 
True well-grounded Peace of Mind ; 
Friends, yoiu' Equals in Degree, 
Prudent, plain Simplicity ; 
Eafy Converfe Mirth afford, 
Artlefs Plenty fill the Board : 
Temp'fate Joy your Ev'nings ble£, 
Free fiom Care as fix)m Excefs : 
Short the Night by Sleep be made ; 
ChaAe, not cheerlels, be the Bed : 
Chufe to be but what you are ; 
Dying, neither wifli, nor fear. - 



49 
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To a Friend in the Country, 

Who complained of his Condition, and admired 
High Spirits in Low Fortunes. 

L 

TH I S would be ftiU my Wifli, could I 
Such bitter Curie allow, 
Let thofe I hate have Spirits high. 
With Fortunes that are low. 

n. 

But fijrely when we vapour moft. 

If angry Fortune frown ; 
She'll pull, in ipjte of all our Boafl,. 
Our lofiy Spirits down.. 
III. 
Ev'n I — but I can laugh and fing,, 

Tho' fetter'd and confin'd ; 
My mind I may to Fortune bring. 
Not Fortune tp my Mind. 
IV. 
How feldom is our Good enjoy'd. 
Our 111 how hardly bom, 

When 
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when all our Fancies are employ 'd 

To kick againft the Thorn ! 
V. 
A lowly Heart and litde Eye 

Kind Heaven on me beftow ; 
Let thole I hate have Spirits high, 

With Fortunes thai are low. 
VI 
Thefe Maxims Ikge and dry, you'll lay, 

Thefe rigid moral Rul^ 
Take our liiperior Seofe away, 

And fink us into Foots. 

vn. 

Whoe'er can Eafe by Folly get, 

With Juftice may de^ife 
The thoughtful unenjoying Wit, 

The miferable Wife. 
Via. 
But fure our felvcs aright to fee. 

True Wiflom well may bear : 
'Tis nobly great to dare to be 

No greater than we are. 

G 2 IX. Think 
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IX. 

Think not I envy Courts and Kings, 

Or peevifh hate Mankind ; 
Think not this Declaration fprings 

From Meannefs of my Mind. 
X 
Ev'n I perhaps, if Heav'n would deign 

Kgh Place on me to fliow'r. 
As well as any Lord might reign,. 

As equal to my Pow'r. 
XL 
My Mind, with We%ht of'Bufinefs chaig'd, 

Of Courfe would bigger grow ; 
As Rivers length'ning when enbi^'d 

Enlarge their Channels too. 
XIL 
Till then, a lowly Heart and Eye 

Kind Heav'n on me beftow : 
Let thole I hate have Spirits high, 

With Fortunes that are low. 



The 
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The Electioneer. 

THERE once liv'd in Repute a fubftantial Freeholder, 
No Briton on Earth could be braver or bolder, 
A Party-man ftanch and refolv'd, tho' the Stoiy 
Does not call him diieftly a Whig or a Tory. 
But the Reader, to this wajr, or that, as inclin'd. 
May his Party, perhaps, or his Honefty find. 
His Head was ftill full of the Law and the Rights 
So he never would bribe, but he fometimes would fight :- 
For when Mobs grew unruly, he always ftbod bluff. 
And could play well at Foot-ball, a Kick and a Cuff. 
Our Patriot ftrait-lac'd was in that way of thinking. 
That no Bribe Ihould go farther than Eating and Drinking : 
So he kept open Houfe for all Comers to feaft. 
And made never a Knave, but many a Beaft ; 
Tho' even in Drinking he kept a Decorum; 
Men might do as they pleas'd with the Liquor before 'enu 
He all under-hand Dealing and Tricking defy'd, 
And was always a Thorn in his Enemy's Side. 
He anfwer'd their Truth, and detefted their Lies, \ 

He their Bullies out-brav'd, and out-witted their Spies.. 

He 
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He made many a good, but defpis'd a bad Vote, 
And they never couid pick any Hole in his Coat 
To avoid all Sufpicion of Bribing and Largefs, 
He was nobly determin'd to bear his own Charges. 
So fmall his Difcretion, fo large his Affeflion, 
That he dip'd his whole Freehold Eftate in Eleftion. 
He ev'ry Day went more and more down the Wind, 
And his Party drop'd off as his Fortune declin'd. 
His Enemies ciow'd, and triumphantly fwore 
They would ftick on his Skirts, and pay off his old Score. 
From his Friends but a faint Commendation he got, 
A well-meaning Man, but a little too hot 
He found fmall Effe<a of his Coft and his Pother, 
When by One Side forfook, and opprefi'd by the Other. 
He ran upon Tick, while he Credit could meet. 
And, the Bread he had fquander'd, he wanted to eat : 
'Till hard pinch'd and unable to k& any longer, 
A Purfe he attempted to fatisfy Hunger ; 
But was ta'en in the Fafl, being raw at the Trade, 
And before the next Juftice that Inftant convey 'd. 
The Member, againft whofe Eleflion he ftir'd. 
By the dint of Demerit was gotten prefer'd ; 

One 
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One, that all Sorts of Bufinefs vrent readily thorough, 

And was chofe by good Votes, but not thpfe of the Borough. 

One, who fwore to his Friends he would never deceive 'em. 

Yet, in their Diftrefi, thought it prudent to leave 'em : 

Convinc'd; tho' be fure no Preferment he courted. 

That a Miniftry ought to be always fupported. 

In Commiffion of Peace a moft notable Man, 

In the Firft of King G e o » c e, or the Laft of Queen Anne. 

When his Foe, brought before him, the Magiftrate fpy'd, 

Quoth his Worfhip, Was this the beft Man of his Side ? 

He, that Virtue and Juftice had ftill in his Eye, 

Whom no Army could fright, and no Treafury buy ? 

Thefe Upbraidings the Wretch in Misfortune provoke ; 

Who reply'd, — You your Friendfliips and Promifes broke; 

Were forfwom, by Ambition and Avarice led ; 

And I, when half-flarv'd, would have robb'd for my Bread : 

We are both Rogues ; but if you'll allow me my Due, 

You muft own, I'm the honefter Rogue 6f the two. 



The 
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The Decanter- 

From the Greek, 
/'^Thou," that high thy Head doft bear. 
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T O 

Sir HERBERT POWELL, Bart. 
Upon his going to Travel. 

IN Friendly Part a well-meant Gift receive. 
The beft, tho' finall, that I have Pow'r to give: 
Boldly without ReluSance lend an Ear, 
Nor flatt'rii^ Verfe, nor Dedication fear. 
Which only tells us what we guels'd before. 
How rich the Patron, and the Bard how poor. 
If wifely covetous of precious Time, 
You dread the long Impertinence of Rhime, 
Thefe Lmes with Patience may be over-paft. 
My firft, and what is more, perhaps my lafL 
From all fuch Danger fliortly you'll be free. 
If not on this fide, yet beyond the Sea. 

Religion firft be made your utmoft Care, 
Nor drop your native Faith in foreign Air j 
Nor, Kke the flutt'ring Trifleis of the Town, 
Go forth with little, and come back with none. 
Mother of Errors Rome we well may call, 
Parent of too much Faith, — and none at all : 

H Where 



yGoogle 



58 POEMS. 

where lying Miracles, and Monkilh Dreams, 
Fright thoughdefi Fools to contrary Exttemett 
Who their twelve Articles of Faith give o'er, 
Becaufe theTmiNTAi. Creed has twenty-four: 
And count the Flames of Ifell a fabled Story, 
Becaufe they fee the Frauds of Purgatory. 
In vain you boaft from Popery You are fre^ 
If ting'd with Unbelief in Italy : 
As juftly defolate Marseilles may br^, 
That flie has no Difeafe, except the Pl^ue. 

Foe to their Church, O copy not their Vke,, 
Nor envy their Italian Liberties; 
Nor aim lb much in Breeding to excd, 
To think it worth the Price of certain Hdl. 
The Devil's Lab'rers mull receive their Hire ;: 
There's no Infurance from Eternal Fire. 
In Vice we Tramontanes muft quit the Field,. 

And Wy RN fore toELEPHANTis yield. 

With far-fetch'd Luft our modifli Clofets (hine. 
But Britain ne'er produc'd an Aretine; 
Nor vile Intrigues avow'd, as lawful Flame, 
Nor e'er by Statutes authoris'd her Shame : 



Tho' 
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Tho' krge Returns the Publick might take in. 
From licenc'd Pradice of imported Sin ; 
Might British Rakes Dutch MuCck-houfes ufe, 
And build them Roman or Venetian Stews. 

Next, travel not for Nought thro' diftant Lands ; 
Be wife, and juft, and diligent as Sands, 
Whofe penetrating Eye dilHndly lees 
Religions, Governments, and Polities. 
Some only learn the DilTrence, all the while, 
Betwixt an English and a Gsruan Mile: 
What Nations Reck'nings at their Inns are leaft. 
If Coaches or Poft-Chaifes travel befl : 
That Adria's Illes are pleafing to behold ; 
That Spain is hot, and Swissekland is cold. 
Your Party Politicians will afpire 
A Uttle, and indeed but little, hi^ier. 
Fir'd with their Country's Love, they rai^e abroad. 
To find, by Toils, that Liberty is good. 
Dauntlefi for this the Free-bom Briton goes 
O'er Danish Ice, and Pyrenean Snows. 
So round the Globe on foot great C o r y at ftrays. 
To fearch how long the Roads, and deep the Ways ; 

H 2 To 
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To know where Meat was good, and Liquor fine, 
How ftrong the Sign-poft, and how gay the Sign. 
Nor doat on antique Pieces, nor defpife : 
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with Floods of Speech the V a t i c a n they praife,' 

But never heard of B o d l e y in their Days. • 

Afliam'd of Home, of Foreign Climes they boaft. 

And Thames and HuMBERareinTYBER loft. 

When back retum'd, let not your whole Difcourfe 

Aflert the Privikdge of Travellers : 

Nor ftrange Relations of Adventures give, 

Which few delight to hear, and none believe. 

Throw not Your Country's Manners quite afide. 

Nor taint our honeft Air with foreign Pride. 

An Englishman, (the Proverb tells you true) 

Who turns Italian, turns a Devil too : 

And none, unlels diftra<%ed,, would forego 

The British Subftance for the Gallick Show. 

Own that a Man of Worth may juiUy fliine. 

Who never Paris view'd, ot pa&'d the R h i n e : 

Such was; Your * Grandfire, Gloiy of Your Name, 

{ O might Your Virtue merit equal Fame I ) 

Friend to Religion fix'd, and true to Laws, 

When fuff'ring Prelates prop'd the Church's Caufe; 

Like 

* Sir John Powell, one of the Judges of the King's-Bench, Vfho ao- 
qaitted the Seven Bilhops. 
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Like him accomplifli'd, Britain few can boaft, 
And yet the narrow Seas he never crofe'd. 

Obfcrve thefe Rules, 'till others better skill'd 
More ufefiil Lellbns to your Youth fhall yield. 
When 6r from Home, or from a wifer Friend, 
Thefe Rules, the' mean, may feme Affiftance lend ; 
If aught of common Senfe I underftand. 
Who ne'er faw Dover CUffi, or Calais I 



O N 

The fetting up Mr. Butler's Monument in 
WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

WHILE Butler, needy Wretdi! was yet alive, 
No gen'rous Patron would a Dinner give : 
See him, vrhen ftarv'd to Death and tum'd to Dull, 
Prefcnted with a Monumental Buft ! 
The Poet's Fate is here in Emblem Ihown, 
He ask'd for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 
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A 

SONG to a Girl of Five Years oli 
Tune of. What Beauties does V 1.0% k difchfe. 

t 

YE Loves and ^Graces fo fweet, 
That {pott on tieTw E ED and the Tav,, 
Fly Southward my Phiily to meet, 

She'll play with you idl the long Day^ 
Our TurJF is as verdant and foft, 

Our Profpea as beautiful Springs, 
The Finches they trill it aloft. 

And melting the Nightingale £ng» 
IL 
When Heaven kxdcs fmiling above. 

And Flora her Trealure forth pours. 
Does Philly abroad never rove ? 

Say, Does She not pick a few Flowers ? 
Does ftie find out the King-cup So gay ? 

Do Cowflips their Odouis difclofe ? 
Or the Violet, fweeter than they. 

That only can yield to the Role ? 

ID. Air 
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in. 

All Nature does joyous appear, 

And frolicks at Philly's Command; 
See Flies how they buz at her Ear, 

And Lady-birds dance on her Hand I 
See Butterflies floating along, 

With Colours to pleafure the Fair ; 
The Bees they fly humming a Song, 

And Chirp goes the Grafhopper there I 

IV. ..-:.. ..-.; 

Ye two-leg'd * unfeather'd Folk, fing, 

Lay hold on the faft-flying Time ; 
Vour fmoothWlowing Madrigals brii^. 

Nor lofe the foft Hour of her Prime. 
Melodious Oh chant while you may. 

Your mufical Paflions unfold : 
For She'll be too' wife for your Lay 

Before (he is Seven Years old. 

* In allafion to the .old Definition of Man, not in burlelqne of a pretty 
Plirafc, Feathered Folk^ which I admired the firft time 1 remember I met with 
il, m that beautiful Triplet on the Evening — ^ — 

The Bat -xith Leathern JVit>£S Jilts thmi^h the Grtmiy 

The Winds fearce riijile, tm the ^fpiis niove^ 

And all the feather' d Fblk forbear their Lap cf hrve, 

THE 
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THE 

P A R I S H P R I E S T. 

Bkjfed are the Dead which die in the Lord, for they reft from 
their Labours, and thiir Works do follow them. 

Rev. xiv. 13. 

ACCEPT, Dear Sire, this humble Tribute paid. 
This finall Memorial to a Parent's Shade. 
The' feir the Hope Thou reign'ft enthron'd on highj 
Where Sin can never ftain, nor Sonow figh ; 
.Yet fbill a Son may duteous Mourning wear, 
And Nature unreprov'd may dn^ a Tear. 
No glofing Falfliood on thy Name is thrown. 
Which oft pollutes the Monumental Stone. 
Plain Truth fliall Jpeak, which thou thyfelf might'ft hear. 
As far from Flatt'ry, as it is from Fear. 

A Pahish Priest, not of the Pilgrim Kind, 
But fix'd and faithfiil to the Poft afllgn'd. 
Through various Scenes with equal Virtue trod. 
True to his Oath, his Order, and hb God. 

I ' Wife 
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Wife without Art he flione, in doubtful Days 
Of Fear, of Shame, of Danger, and of Piaife. 
When Zealous James unliappy fiw^ht the Way 
T' eftabliih Rome by Arbitrary Sway, 
Whofe Crime firom Fondnefs for Rdigion %nng^ 
(A Crime ne'et paidoa'd in the Lives of Kings 1} 
'Twas then the Chriftian Prieft was nobly try'd. 
When hireling Slaves embrac'd the ftronger Side, 
And &intly Se&t and SycofJiants coD^ty'd. 
In vain were Bribes fhower'd by the guiky Gown, 
He fought no Favour, as he fcar'd no Frown. 
Nor loudeft Storms his ftcady Pojptrfe broke. 
Firm as the beaten Anvil to the Stroke. 
Secure in Faith, exempt ftotn worldly Views, 
He dar'd the Dbci.ai«atio.n to refufe : 
Then bom the facred Pulpit boldly flww'd 
The dauBtlefi Hebrews true to Israel's God, 
Who ipake regardlefe of their King's Cemmandsj 
" * The God we ferve eas feve us fix)m thy Hands ; 
" If not, O Monarch, know we chufe to <fie, 
" Thy Gods alike and Threat'nings we defy ; 

* He preached on Dan. iii. 17, 18. 
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" No Pow'r on Earth our Faith has e'ei- contioll'4, 
" We fcorn to worfliip Idols, the' of Gold." 
Refiftlefi Truth damp'd all the Audience rouad. 
The bafe Informer ficken'd at the Sound ; 
Attentive CourtiCTS colticioas ftood amaz'd, 
And Soldieis fiJent trembled as diey gaz'd. 
No fmalleft Murmur of Diftaile aiofe, 
Abafli'd and vanquifh'd feem'd the Chuich's Foes. 
So when like Zeal their Bolbms did inlpire, 
The Jewish Martyrs walk'd unhurt in Fire. 

Nor yet could Romish Faith £) dieadiiil &em. 
To fright his Judgement to a wotfe Extreme ; 
To dirow up Creeds for fear of Papal Pow'r, 
And blame St. Peter for his Succeflbr. 
For when die Church her Danger had fubdu'd. 
And felt on Earth the Tifual Gradtude, 
When &vourd Seds o'erfpccsxl BritAmhia's Plains, 
Like Frogs thick'^waiming after Summier Rains ; 
Againfl hx dilTrent Foes alike prepar'd, 
No wild Dieter found him off his Guard. 
Nor thofe who following late SociNUs' Plan, 
Degraded God Incarnate to a Man ; 

I 2 Nor 
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Nor thole, who wrefting Texts with greater flight. 

With Heav'n, as taught by elder Arius, fight: 

Reafoneis, who no Abfurdity can fee 

In a new-made dependent Deity. 

Amongft his Com no Tares neglefted Ipring ; 

That free-bom Subjeds ought to rule their King, 

That Senle and Revelation difagree. 

That Zeal is ftill at War with Charity ,- 

That Duft-bom Reptiles may their God dilbwn. 

And place their ibolifli Realbn in his Throne. 

No Colours felfe deceiv'd his wary Eye, 

Nor lukewarm Peac^ nor Atheift Liberty. 

Scripture and Fathers guide his Footfteps right ; 

For Truth h one, but Error infinite; 

With Love to Souls, and deepeft Learning ftaughti. 

His Mafter's Gofpel undifguis'd he taught 

He Ihow'd the Pow'r of Kings, the \Ctte s Sway; 

Which Earth can neither give nor tafce away. 

That Duty from divine Command is known, 

Fix'd on the th' Almighty's Will, and not our own. 

That unbelievers muft receive their Hire, 

The lure Allotment of eternal Fire. 
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And God the feithful Sower pleas'd to blefi, 
And crown'd his Haiveft with a vaft Success. 
While ftxrty Years his heav'nly DoSrine charms. 
No fingle Son forfakes the Church's Arms : 
• No Romiih Wolf around his Fences prowl'd', 
Nor Fox DiHenter earth'd within his Fold. 

Not but when I^arties fierce in Feuds engage, 
When Moderation ^uis her Sons to R^e, 
When all Elefl: or Reprobate have beenj. 
In thefe no Virtue dwells, in thole no Sin ; 
Then their low Scandals on his Head they fliow'ri, 
As Friend to Papal and Defpotick Pow'r. 
E'en thofe who, once were Tools to Popifli Aiins,. 
The treach'rous Darhngs of deluded James,. 
Who now the pureft Reformation boaft, ' 

Tho' then their tender Confciences were loft. 
E'en thofe far off with Lies his Fame al&il. 
And their bad Patrons help the wicked Tale.. 
Tis thus the Serpent to his Cavern glides, 
And lafe hi« wily Head fionv Winter hides. 
But when returning Seafons Warmth infpiie, 
And wake his fleeping Poifon into Fire, 

* fbirt vw ngt a Difftntir or ^a^Ji in his Parifii* 
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with Youth renew'd, behold the Reptile rife. 

He waves and glitters in the dog-day Skies, 

Shoots crofs the Road, when founding Steps draw near. 

And Ipiings t' aflault the way-beat Traveller ; 

Who durft his Courie in Rains and Whirlwinds hold. 

And pfs'd unflielter'd through Decemba-'i Cold. 

Griev'd for the Church's Shame, with pitying Eye 
They faw the worthlefi Algefis lifted high. 
Empty alike of Learning and of Brain, 
As if the Pope had te-afliim'd fait Reign, 
And brought our antient Mumpsimus again. 
With fruitlefs Toil let midnight Sdiolai« pore. 
And dig the Mine, while others gain the Ore. 
Proud of Demerit, claiming as their own 
The Stall Prebendal, or Prdatick Throne : 
While Johnson from his Cranirwl ne'er ftiall part, 
And FiDDEs pining fighs with broken Heart; 
While Grade in Tain t' unthankful Britain flies, 
And Wall negledied in a Comer lies. 
And poor, and unrewarded, Bingham dies. 
While Names obfcure undue Advancement meet, 
And T could conquer Stillingpleet. 
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Nor yet on thofe ptefcr'd he caft the Blame, 

Far more the Patrons than the Clerks inflame. 

Patrons afraid of Senfe, but not of Vice, 

Elate with Pride, or funk with Avarice. 

Patrons by Villains fought, by Slaves ador'd ; 

Scom'd by the Gen'rous, by the Good abhor'd. 

Or private Rafcals, who from Confeience free^ 

Search ev'ry latent Nook of Simony. 

Who but on bafe Conditions ne'er pre&nt. 

And future Tithes by prefcnt Bonds prevent 

Or Knaves more publick, fliudious to promote 

Eleflions, bart'ring Benefice for Vote. 

h he felf-will'd, or knows he to obey ? 

Enough ! no farther Tittle need you fay. 

An ufeful Man may as he pleafes live j 

But Worth's a Crime we never can forgive. 

So when the Roman Peter wants an Heir, 

If Rogues of both Religions we compare, . 

Tho' worthy Candidates the Popedom feek. 

Expert in Latin, and well-read in Greel) ; 

The Conclave fly with Maehiavilian Views, 

One to be govem'd, not to govern chufe. 

Like. 
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Lite Quakers, human Learning they forfwear, 

And Ignorance heft fills th' unerring Chair. 

The Statefmen laugh, Let Bellakmine go fame, 

No fam'd Perron the Purple (hall afliime, ' 

No, nor Baronius' felf, the Atlas of their Romb. 

When Age, not haften'd on by Guilt or Cares, 
Grac'd him with Silver Crown of hoary Hairs, 
His Looks the Tenour of his Soul exprefs. 
An eafy unaffefted Chearfulnefi ; 
Sted&ft, not ftiif; and awfal, not auftere ; 
Tho' courteou% rev 'rend ; and tho' fmootli, fincere. 
In Converfe free ; for ev'ry Subje<S fit^ 
The cooleft Reafon join'd to keeneft Wit ; 
Wit, that with Aim refiftlefi knows to fly, 
Difarms unthought-of, and prevents Reply..- 
So Light'ning falls the Mountain Oaks among. 
As fure, as quick, as fliining, and as ftrong. 
Skilfal of fportive Stories fortli to pour 
A gay, an humorous, an exhauftleis Store, 
With iharpeft Point and jufteft Force apply 'd, 
The Purport never dark and never wide. 

Not 
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Not Adver6ries felves Applaufe forbore, 

And thofe who blam'd him mod, admir'd him more. 

Scarcely the Phrigian fam'd for moral Tales, 

Who ufefiJ Truth in pleafing FiiSion veils. 

Who Wifdom deep in Plants and Brutes can find, 

And makes all Creatures Tutors to Mankind ; 

In apter Fable fohd Senie convey'd, 

With founder Subftance, or with finer Shade. 

He moum'd with thofe who Pain or Want endure, 
A Guardian Angel to the Sick and Poor ; 
Where the two beft of Charities he join'd. 
To cure the Body, and to heal the Mind. 
• Acrofi his Path no Wretch expiring lies. 
Nor querulous Blind bewail their Lois of Eyes. 
No mangled Cripple there expos'd his Maim, 
The Shock of Nature, and the Nation's Shame i 
The Stranger's View no ftartlii^ Objefl meets. 
And no complaining griev'd his happy Streets. 
Oft as the Year brought back the glorious Day 
When Infant Jesus in a Manger lay. 
Or when fiom Death the God triumphant came. 
Or when the Holy-Ghost defcends in Flame, 

K Around 

* fbere were no Be^ars in bis Tnwa. 
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Around his Board the welcome Needy fite, 
And croud his Parlour, not beiiege his Gate. 
T' obey their Word his Children waited near, 
And learnt their Saviour's Image to revere. 
This Charity perform'd, the wealthier Gueft 
Was call'd to fhare his ho^itable Feaft ; 
The Poor invited firft, his Table grace, 
And Riches only held the leoond Place. 

While filken Courtieis and embroider'd Lords, 
To whom the Earth her Mines in vain affords. 
Too oft their Need unable to fupply, 
In fpight of Wealth are pinch'd with Poverty ; 
His fcanty Rent fiifficd for ev'ry Call, 
Large was his Plenty tho' his Income fmall ; 
Alike in Prudence and in Bounty skill'd. 
He never drain'd his Purie, nor ever fiU'd. 
None e'er did twice his ready Alms defire. 
Nor lack'd the Lab'rer his expefted Hire : 
Enrich'd by doing good a Thoufiuid Fold, 
He rarely gain'd and never wanted Gold. 
Well-ftor'd to give, and (umifli'd ftill to lend. 
To raife the Friendlefi and fupport the Friend. 



With 



yGoogle 



POEMS. 75 

With ceafelefi Streams his well-plac'd Treafure flows. 

When ipent increafe, and by lefi'nii^ grows. 

So when Elijah dwelt on Earth, (as &r 

As Miracle with G>ndua we compare,) 

Sakepta's Widow, hoping no Supply, 

Thought on her little Store to eat and die : 

Soon as ihe welcom'd her pn^etick Gueft, 

The Crule flow'd lib'ral, and the Com increas'd ; 

Th" Almighty Pow'r unfailing Plenty fcnt. 

The Oil unwafted and the Meal unlpoit 

Such was the Man by Friends and Foes oon&ft, 
Wcwthy the glorious Name of Parish Pkiest. 
Had not kind Heav'n' Ibme Champions pleas'd to lliow. 
In Merit high, tho' in Preferment low ; 
Whofe Pray'rs and Tears might flop th' Almighty's Hand, 
Pioteding Angels to a guilty Land, 
From Earth's vain Hopes and bale Ambition fcee, 
Whofe flighted but effeOual Piety 
Stood like a Mound unfliaken, to reprefi 
Th' o'erbearing Floods of pro^'rous Wickednefi ; 
The Chriflian Faith had left Britannia's Coaft, 
Her I/amp extinguilh'd, and her Gofpel loft. 

K 2 Our 
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Our Eyes e'er this had feen Religion fall, 

And black Apoftacy had delug'd alL 

Nor more Remains of Truth had flourifli'd here, 

Than where poor Asia's Ruins fcarce appear. 

And Unitarian Turks their impious Crefcent rear. 

O could the Prieft by God and Angels priz'd. 

By Fiends iniiilted, and by Fools delpis'd,. 

His Fight well-fought, when fummon'd hence to go. 

Not then regardlefs of his Charge below ; 

Tho' fiidden Ciatch'd from our defiling Eyes,. 

Bequeath his Mantle, as he mounts the Skies I 

O may his Friends at the laft dreadful Day^ 
When all the frail Creation fades away, 
When God Incarnate fills the Judgement Throne, 
Crown'd with his Father's Radiance and his own,, 
Arife with Gladnels, BUfs ordain'd to fhare. 
And I tranfjxMted meet a Father there I 
See him lead up his Flock with happy Boafl, 
" Thefe Sheep thou gave'fl me, and not one is loftj' 
Exidong hear the final Euge giv'n, 
" Enter thou faithfial Servant to my Heav'n. 
Glory, which here tho' Faith may well believe, 
No Speech can utter, and no Thought conceive ; 
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when weary Time his utmoft Race has run, -j 

Glory through endlefs Ages but begun, V 

Beyond the glimm'ring Spark of our meridian Sun. J 

Jn Anacreontic K, 

Alter d from ii%tiTi%KT. 

IPluck'd this Mom thefe beauteous Flow'rs, 
Emblem of my fleeting Hours ; 
Tis thus, faid I, my Life-time fliesj 

So it blooms, and fo it dies. 
And, Lo I how foon they fteal away, 

Wither'd e'er the Noon of Day. 
Adieu I weli-pleas'd, my End I fee, 

Gently taught Philofophy : 
Fragrance and Ornament alive, 

Phyfick after Death thfey give. 
Let me throughout my little Stay 

Be as ufefiil, and as gay : 
My Clole as early let me meet, 
e» So my Odour be as fiveet 1 
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To a Friend, upm his Mv^rriage. 

TH O' fly at firft your Marriage-Knot You ty'd, 
A fecret Bridegroom and unthought-of Bride ; 
Left Military Tunes might fliock your Ear, 
Of Drums hoarfe-founding, or of Trumpets dear, 
Mufick will come at length, tho' not fo loon. 
You ftill fliall be laluted widi a Tune : 
Some Sport at leaft I'll to your Wedding bring, 
And tho' I might not dance, yet lltall I fing. 

Bleft may your Marriage prove I I joy'd at none 
With Gladnefi more intenle, except my own. 
Of Envy void, your h^py State I fee ; 
And may you ne'er have Caufe to envy me. 
No jarring Difoord of domeftick Strife 
Difturb the well-fet Harmony of Life ; 
By Deeds, not Words, your higher Pow'r defend. 
And feldom come fo Ar as to contend : 
For Husbands 'gainft their Wives to take the Field 
Is the moft bafe of all things — but to yield. 
If num'rous OlFfpring fliould your Wiflies bids, 
O may they never break your Houlhold Peace I 
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Never of Nature's Rights their Parents tell, 
And free-bom plead their Priviltdge to rebel. 

Some think that Vows were made for Man alone, 
And mind his Promife, but negleS their own. 
Love, Honour, Worfliip, perfeiMy they fay, 
But treacherous is their Memory — to Obey. 
May that ciu^l Vice your Union ne'er divide. 
By Fools call'd Spirit, but by Wife-men Pride. 
Whence peijur'd Wives rebellious flight their Head, 
And Bofom Vipers gnaw the Marriage Bed : 
The deadlieft Plague that can inflifted be. 
Except Adultery and Jealoufy. 

Pleas'd with your Lot, contented and refign'd. 

Let mean Ambition never taint your Mind ; 

Nor feek Preferment's broad but dirty Road, 

True to Yourfelf, your Country, and your God. 

Would You to rife profefi yourfelf agreed 

In each vile Tittle of tlie Cra fts m an's Creed ; 

To murder Kings, if Subjefls they dilpleafe ? 

No matter for your Oaths and * Hoii«lies. 

The 

* Longfincc the wridDg this, the Ckattsman has faid, Faffire Obedience 
lies skulking in the Homilies: an Eipreffion of great Piopriet}', fince 
Foliticians are not nlcd to read fuch £ook4. 
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The facred Right of Bifliops to difown, 
No matter for your Gofpel or your Gown. 
No Freedom to diffent the Tyrants gave, 
Who with Pretence of Liberty enfkve : 
And Moderation's Finger heavier weighs 
Than Perfecutions Loins in Tory Days. 

Prize much each other's Company, 'tis ftir 
They join in Pleafure, who muft join in Care. 
While of Your Prefence fond. She decks the Board, 
And pleas'd and fmihng caters for her Lord ; 
Treats him with Wine and Wild-fowl, if he pleaie. 
She'll find it cheaper for than Bread and Cheefe. 
If Friends abroad fliould once the Man engrofi, 
She'll find the Gain on't will not pay the Lo£. 
For moft from Home will naturally fly. 
When fbrc'd at Home to feft and mortify. 
Who fpares for Meat and Drink in keeping Houfe, 
May fave her Subfbance, but may lofe her Spoufe. 
Then may fhe rave and pine and fret in vain. 
No Art on Earth can bjing him back again. 

Whoe'er a Confcience void of Guilt can fliare. 
Has Caufe to laugh and caft away old Care ; 



May 

yGopgle 



POEMS. 8i 

May flight the Evil of the future Day, 

And 'till Misfortune comes, — why let it flay. 

A Time for all things is ordain'd on high, 

A Time to love and live, to part and die. 

In mutual Love th' allotted Seafbn fpend, 

Pleas'd with the Way, nor mindlefs of the End. 

Let gayefl Mirth and flriaefl Reafbn meet, 

When Old be cheerful, as when Young difcreet 

In ferious Hours nor Levity betray. 

Nor frown precifely, nor be grave at Play. 

In fhort, two litde common Words comprife 

Vour Duty and your Blils, — Be merry and be wise. 



Epigram, from the Greek 

A Blooming Youth lies buried here, 
EuPHEMius, to his Country dear: 
Nature, adom'd his Mind and Face 
With ev'ty Mufe, and ev'ry Grace : 
About the Marriage State to prove. 
But Death had quicker Wings than Love. 

L SONG 
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SONG. 
I. 

Ho W do they err, who throw their hove 
On Fate ot Fortune wholly ; 
Whom only Rants ami Fligfats can move. 
And Rapture join'd with F<^y I 
□. 
For how can Pleafure fiilid be 

Where Thought is out of Seafoo ? 
Do I love You, ot Ywj love Me, 
My D^ir„ without a Reaibn t 

m. 

Our Senfe then rightly we'll employ,, 

No Paradife expefling ; 
Yet envying noa« the trifling Joy, 

That wiU not bear refloaing. 
W. 
For Wifdom's Pow'i. {fince after all 

Ev'n Life is paft the curingi) 
Softens the worft that can b«£dl. 

And makes die heft enduring. 
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The TIG: A Tale. 

SOME Husbands on a Winter's Day, 
Were met to laugh their Spleen away. 
As Wine flows in, and Spirits rife, 
They piaife their Conforts to the Skies. 
Obedient Wives were feldom known, 
Yet all could anftper for their own. 
Acknowledg'd each as Sov'reign Lord, 
Abroad, at Home, in Deed, in Word : 
In fliort, as ablblute their Reign, as 
Grand-Seignior's over his Sultanas. 

For Pride, or Shame to be out-donS, 
All join'd in the Difcourle but One ; 
Who vex'd fo many Lies to hear. 
Thus flops their arrogant Career : 
'Tis mighty ftrange. Sirs, what you fay ! 
What ! all fo abfolutely fway ! 
In England, where Italians wife 
Have plac'd the Women's Paradife ? 
In London, where the Sexes Flower 
Have of that Eden fix'd the Bow'r ? 

L 2 ■ Fie, 
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Fie, Men of Senfe to be fo vain I 
You're not in Turkey or in Spain. 
True Britons all, Til lay my Life 
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That if you'll but vouchfafe to tiy 
A Trick ril tell you by and by, 
Send ftrait for ev'ry Wife quite round, 
One Mother's Daughter is not found, 
But what before her Husband's Face 
Point-black his Order difobeys. 

To this they one and all confent, 
The Wager laid, the Summons went 
Mean while he this Inftruflion gives, 
Pray only gravely Cell your Wives, 
Your Will and Pleafare is, t' invite 
Thefe Friends to a Boil'd Pig to Night : 
The commoner the Trick has been, 
The better Chance have you to win : 
The Treat is mine, if they refule ; 
But if they boil it, then I lofe. 

The firft to whom the Meflage came 
Was a well-bom and haughty Dame ; 
A laucy, independent She, 
With Jointure and with Pin-Money, 
Secur'd by Marriage Deeds from Wants, 
Without a fep'rate Maintenance. 



Het 
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Her Loftinefs difdain'd to hear 
Half-through her Husband's Meflenger ; 
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You can't fure for an Anfwer look, 
Sir, do you take me for your Cook f 
But I muft hafte a Friend to fee, 
Who ftays my coming for her Tea. 
So feid, that Minute out flie flew : 
What could the flighted Husband do ?' 
His Wager loft muft needs appear. 
For none obey that will not hear. 

The next for Houfewifry renown'd, 
A Woman notable was own'd. 
Who hated Idlenefi and Airs^ 
And minded Family-Affaiis. 
Expert at ev ry thing was fhe. 
At Needle-wotk, or Surgery r 
Fam'd for her Liquors far and near. 
From richeft Cordial to Smalt-Beer. 
To ferve a Feaft fee underftood. 
In English or in Foreign Mode: 
Whate'er the wanton Tafte could chufe 
In Sauces, Kickfliaws, and Ragons. 
She fpar'd for neither Coft nor Pain, 
Her welcome Guefts to entertain. 

« Her 
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Her Husband filir accofts her thus ; 
To Night theft Friends will fup with us. 
She anfwer'd with a Smile, My Dear, 
Your Friends are always welcome there. 
But we defire a Pig, and pray 
You'd boil it. — Boil it, do you iay ? 
I hope you'll give me leave to know 
My Bufinefs better, Sir, than fb. 
Why I ne'er in any Book was yet 
Found fuch a whimfical Receipt. 
My Dreffing none need be afraid of. 
But fuch a Diih was never heard of. 
I'll roaft it nice, — but ftiall not boil it. 
Let thofe that know no better ijwil it 
Her Husband ciy'd. For all my Boaft, 
I own the Wager fairly loft. 
And other Wives befides my Love, 
Or I'm raiftaken much, may provp 
More chargeable tlian this to me, ■ 
To (liow their Pride in Houfewifry. 

Now the poor Wretch who next him fate. 
Felt his own Heart go pit-a-pat. 



For 
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For well he knew his Spoufe's Way ; 

Her Spirit brook'd not to obey ; 

And never yet was in the wrong : 

He told her with a trembling Tongue, 

Where, and on what, his Friends would feaft. 

And how the Dainty fliould be dreft. 

To Night ? quoth, in a Paillpn, flie ; 

No, Sirs, to Night it cannot be. 

And was it a boil'd Pig you faid ? 

You and your Friends fure are not mad 1 

The Kitchen is the proper Sphere, 

Where none but Females fhould appear : 

And Cooks their. Orders, by your Leave, 

Always fiom Miftrefles receive. 

Boil it I was ever fuch an Als I 

Pray, what would you defiie for Sauce ? 

If any Servant, in my Pay, 

Dare drefs a Pig that filly Way, 

In fpight of any Whim of your's, 

I'll turn them quickly out of Doois : 

For no fiich Thing, nay, never fixjwn. 

Where I am Mifliefs, Ihall be dona 

M Each 
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Each Woman wife her Husband rules, 
Paffive Obedience is for Fools. 

This Cafe was quickly judg'd. Behold, 
A Fair One of a fofter Mould; 
Good Humour Iparkled in her Eye, 
And unaffefled Pleafentry. 
So mild and fweet ihe enter'd in, 
Her Spoufe thought certainly to win. 
Pity fuch golden Hopes {hould (ail I 
Soon as Ihe heard th' appointed Tale, 
My Dear, I know not, I ptouA, 
Whether in em-neft or in jeft, 
So ftiange a Supper you demand ;■ 
Howe'er I'll not difputing ftand. 
But do't as freely as you bid it, 
Prove but that ever Woman did it 
This Caufe, by general Confent, 
Was loft for want of Precedent. 
Thus each deny'd a fevcral Way ; 
But all agreed to difobey. 

One only Dame did yet remain, 
Who downright honeft was and plain : 
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If now and then her Voice flie tries, 

'Tis not for Rule, but Exercife. 

Unus'd her Lord's Commands to flight. 

Yet fometimeB pleading for the right. 

She made her little Wifdom go 

Farther than wifer Women do. 

Her Husband tells her, looking grave, 

A roafted Pig I boil'd would have ; 

And to prevent all Pn and Cm, 

I muft inlift to have it done. 

Says ihe. My Deareft, Ihall your Wife 

Get a Nick-Name to laft for Life ? 

If you refolve to lix)il it, do ; 

But I defire you'll eat it too : 

For though 'tis boil'd to hinder Squabble, 

I fhall not, will not, Ht at Table. 

She fpoke, and her good Man alone 
Found he had neither loft nor won. 
So fairly parted Stakes. The reft 
Fell on the Wag that caus'd the Jeft, 
Would your Wife boil it ? Let us fee. 
Hold there — you did not lay with me. 

M 2 You 
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You find, in Jpite of all you boafted. 
Your Pigs are fated to be roafled. 
The Wager's lofl, no more contend, 
But take this Counfel from a Friend : 
BoaA not your Empire, if you prize it. 
For happiefl he that never tries it 
Wives unprovok'd think not of Sway, 
Without commanding they obey. 
But if your dear Ones take the Field, 
Refolve at once to win or yield. 
For Heaven no Medium ever gave 
Betwixt a Sovereign and a Slave. 

EPITAPH on a Gamester and Free-think.er.. 
JoEta eft jllea. 

HERE lies a Sceptick, long in doubt 
If Death could kill the Soul or not ; 
Death ends his Doubtfiilnefs at lafl, 
Convinc'd, but Oh I the Die is caft. 
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Letter from a Guardian to a Young Lady. 

SAY, fliall I try Your growing Senfe t' improve 
With friendly Counfel of a Guardian's Love ? 
On moral Verfe a while your Thoughts engage, 
Soft as your Sex, and cheerful as your Age ? 
Say, fliall I try to fiiit with flowing Rhime 
The joyous Seafon of your Virgin Prime ? 
Intreat you early to be wife and good. 
To Refb and Peace, the fure and only Road ? 
So may your Pleafure with your Life-time flay, , 
Time unrepented wing its happy Way, 
As ev'ry Year Fifteen, and ev'ry Month, were May. 

Look on Embroid'ry,. not a Sprig that's there 
Was made by Chance, or finifli'd without Care. 
By Art the Flovrets beneath the Needle grow. 
The Stems rife verdant, and the Rofe-buds blow. 
Art governs Life ; who Happinels attains 
Muft fpare no Thinkii^ and refufe no Pains ; 
Nor fear from hence that Trouble fhould arife. 
For Thought is never Trouble to the Wife. 



And 
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And few were ever bleis'd by Chance alone. 
It fails in Thoufands where it hits in One. 

Of all the Charms the Female Sex defire, 
That Lovers doat on, and that Friends admire, 
Tliofe moft deferve Your Wifli that longeft laft. 
Not like the Bloom of Beauty, quickly paft ; 
Virtue the chief: this Men and Angels prize 
Above the fineft Shape and brighteft Eyes, 
By this alone untainted Joys we find, 
As large, and as immortal as the Mind. 
Whate'er Your Age would reap, Your Youth fhould fow, 
For the great Seed-time of Your Life is now ; 
When Fancy's mimick Pow'r is warm and ftrong. 
Engraving deeply, and retaining long, 

What Age can fcarcely leam and hardly hold. -\ 

The Signet thus caft in the beft-^rought Mould > 

Imprints no Likened when the Wax is cold. J 

'Tis no Difgrace a Book to underftand, 
And Spelhng well becomes the feireft Hand. 
Boldly with Knowledge ftock Your Soul within, 
It adds no Freckle to the whiteft Skin, 

In 
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In Song or Dance mats not a (ingle Grace, 
And {poih no Feature ia the lovelieft Face, 
Ck>uld You like warbling Arabel'la fing, 
With flying Fingers wake the vocal String, 
In Iprightly Dance th' exadeft Juc^es pleale. 
At once with Fire, and Decency, and Eafe. 
Age ftiflens Joints, and makes our Motion weak. 
And turns the fweeteft Quaver to a Squeak. 
Virtue and Knowledge will for ever ftay. 
And cheer the Life-blood when the Hairs are grey. 

One gen'ral Caution through Your Youth be fhown. 
To trail nor Man nor Woman when unknown : 
Let fure Experience to Efteem commend 
Both the Male Suitor and the Female Friend ; 
Or ftriS Enquiry prove their Condud true 
To G6d and Man, elfc think them feUe to You. 
Too oft unworthy Wretches Favour Ihare, -\ 

For Bofom Friends, an Audion they declare, > 

And to the higheft Bidder fell the Fair. J 

Too oft the trafted Confident prevails, 
The Handmaid conqu'ripg, where the Lover fails. 

Tis 
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'Tis hard for heedlefs Youth the Snare to fliun, 
By their own Gold the Fortunes are undone. 
Unwary Maids of their own Sex are fond, 
And Diamond is cut with Diamond. 

To pais their Time need Mortals e'er be told ? 
Ix)ft by the Young, and wiih'd-for by the Old. 
Devotion's PraSife claims the earlieft Part, 
And Books, that dear the Head, and warm the Heart. 
Befides, brisk Youth Amufcments may invent. 
At once genteel, ingenious, innocent. 
Behold, to pleafe the Eye if flie incline^ 
Colours to limn, and Pencils to defign : 
Crave Hiftories Employment may fupply. 
Or the gay Scenes of {lighter Poetry. 
Nor need the Fair th' induftiious Needle fliun. 
Or hate the Nun's-work, tho' flie hates the Nun. 
When Great Augustus rul'd the World and Rome, \ 
The Cloth he wore was fpun and wove at Home, > 

His Emp'refi ply'd the Diftaff and the Loom. J 

And English Laws the proudeft Beauty name 
When fingle Spinster, and when married Dame. 

Nay, 
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Nay, Houfhold Cares to wifeft Women yield, 

A large, an ufcful, and a grateful Field : 

To make the cleanly Kitchen fend up Food, 

Not coftly vain, but plentifully good : 

To bid the Cellar's Fountain never fail, 

Fill'd with the well-brew*d Stores of native Ale : 

To cheat the Palate with domefUck Wines, 

Tho' Norman William grub'd up all our Vines : 

To buy, to pay, to blame, or to approve. 

Within, without,, below-ftairs and above: 

To fhine in ev'ry Corner like the Sun, 

Who ne'er pollutes his Beams with looking on. 

Or grant fuch Care no Pleafure obuld ptbduce, 

'Tis prudent not to flight it for its Ufe. 

The greatefl Wealth needs Care : a famous Peer "j 

With Forty-thoulaud Pounds per Annum clear, > 

Has run beyond his Income ev'ry Year. J 

The Nobles daily find it to their Cofl, ' 

Tho' antient Hofpitality is lofV. 

For no Eflate with Negligence can hold. 

And thofe who count npt, never keep their Gold. 

■ N • . ; One 
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One glorious Scene of Aflion yet behind. 
The Fair that likes it is fecure to find: 
Cordials and Med'cines gratis to difpenfe, 
A beauteous Inftrument of Providence : 
Flaifters, and Salves, and Sores to underftand. 
The Surgeon's Art, befits a Lady's Hand. 
To fiiendlefs Pain iinhop'd-for Eafe to give^ 
And bid the Hungry eat, and Sickly live. 
And thus, if we may credit Fame's Report, 
The beft and fairefl in the Gallick Court, 
An Hour fometimes in Hofpitals emjdoy, 
To give the dying Wretch a Glimpfe of Joy ; 
T' attend the Crowds that hopelefs Pangs endure. 
And footh the Anguifli which they cannot cure : 
To clothe the Bare and give the Empty Food; 
As bright as Guardian Angels and as good. 
Better import this Cuftom out of France, 
Than the laft Top-knot, or the neweft Dance. 

I grant thefe Rules iiiit not the Fafliion now. 
Not thus our modern Girls to Women grow : 
Their Hours far diff'rent Studies entertain, 
They learn to deal the Cards, and throw the Main : 

Whofe 
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Whofe Mothers at a iingle Stake will play 

Their Fame, their Fortunes, and their Souls away. 

Perhaps a little farther Mifs proceeds, 

Writes without Rule, and without Spelling reads : 

Enters and leaves a Room with perfed Skill, 

The Fan can flutter, and the Tea can filL 

But oh I if dear Mamma (he can perfuade 

To change Quadrille at Night for Mafquerade ; 

Where (he her pretty Fancy may exprefi 

In fome unnatural and improper Dreis, 

She grows a Woman ftrait, the Work is done. 

For Hot-beds ripen fafter than the Sun. 

There dang'rous Converie to the virtuous Fair, 

The Scum and Refiife of Mankind are there : 

Yet good or bad, this Priviledge they claim, 

To {peak their Thoughts without Reftraint of Shame. 

The very vileft both of Rich and Poor, 

From the lewd Peerefi to the hackney Whore. 

The lordly Rakehell taints the chafteft Ear, 

And " fly-blows all his Wit and Poifon there. 

Notorious Profligates, whom none admit 

Of common Prudence at their Board to fit ; 

N 2 Scoundrels 
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Scoundrels, who, if bare-fac'd they durft appear. 
Would Kicks, and Blanketting, and Cudgels fear. 
As if the Maid could be difctcetly bred. 
Who minds the Board, but never guards the Bed. 

But leaft too much Your Patience I offend, 
Like an Old Man Til with a Story end. 
* A celebrated Lady once there was. 
In Charles the Martyr's and the Second's Days, 
Who Foreign Courts and Princes had fiirvey'd. 
When ask'd what an accompUfli'd Woman made. 
With memorable Anfwer, — thus She fiid : 
She who her prefent Buline^ learns to do. 
High without Pride, and without Meannefs low ; 
She only with compleat Defert is crown'd, 
Who never for a lofi at Aftion found. 
To fcour a Kettle knows, or fet a Diamond. 

? La^ Fanfliaw : Sir Richard "xas Emhajfador in Spain. 
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SONG. 
I. 

WHAT Man, in his Wits, had not rather be poor. 
Than for Lucre his Freedom to give ? 
Ever bufy the Means of his Life to fecure, 
And fo ever negleSing to live. 

n. 

Environ'd fiom Morning to Night in a Crowd, 

Not a Moment imbent or alone : 
Conftiain'd to be abjed, tfao' never Co proud, 

And at ev'rjr one's Call, but his own. . 

in. 

Still repining, and longing for Quiet each Hour, 

Yet ftudioufly flying it ftill : 
With the Means of enjoying his Wifli in his Pow'r, 

But accurft with his wanting the Will. 
IV. 
For a Year muft be paft, or a Day muft be come. 

Before he has Leifure to reft : 
He muft add to his Store this or that pretty Sum, 

And then will have Time to be bleft. 

V. But 
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V. 
But Kis Gains, more bewitching the more they increafc, 

Only fwell the Defire of his Eye. 
Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he pleafe ; 

Let not even mine Enemy die. 



On Mi. HO B B E S. 

Occajioned by a Copy of Verses writtCH by the 

Earl of MULGRAVE. 

1r I H I S juftly thought I to praife is ever hard, 
-*• When real Virtue fires the glowing Bard : 

But harder far, whene'er the Poet's Mind 

Lab'ring creates the Worth he cannot find. 

'Twill task a Cowley's Genius, to commend 

Falfe Bkutu s cringing while he flabs his Friend : 

To make the Trifler Hobses unworthy (hine, 

Will ask the utmoft of a Wit like Thine I 
The Reader's Malice makes the Satyr pleale : 

Yet Praifes void of Truth are Flatteries, 

Which 
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which fteal fiom genuine Worth the Honours due ; 
Romantic Heroes thus obfcure the true. 

Tie Wife and Good Morality will guide. 

And Superjiition all the Word befide. 
As Wiie and Great no longer then muft flune. 
Good Socrates, or Plato the Divine: 
On Antient Greece is pafs'da gen'ral Doom, 
And TuLLY pleading for the Gods of Rome> 
All Statues to their Fame are overthrown. 
And HoBBEs or Epicurus ftands alonel 

Shall Chriftian Virtues too the Slander Ihare, 
And wait, as Captives, his Triumphal Car ? 
As by fuperior Excellence compell'd. 
Shall Anna bow? Shall Charles the Martyr yield? 
Hyde, wife in Calms, and feithiul in the Storm, 
Great to record, but greater to perform ? 
Wide-conqu'ring Raleigh, and £iir-fearching Boyle, ■' 

And Newton, Glory of our Age and Me f 
Are thefe the vulgar fuperftitious Crowd, 
That own the Maxims of th' Incarnate God ? 
Rather than Heav'n, let Earth be difefteem'd. 
And H o B B E s exploded, than out GOD blafphem'd. 

Hob B E s ? 
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H o B B E s I in whofe ev'ry Page dilplay'd we fee 
His Privilege of Man, Abfurdity I 
'Tis hard to point where moft his Merits fliine, 
In human Learning, or in Laws divine. 
AU Matter thinks as fuch, he gravely fays, 
The fmalleft Grain of Sand, and Spire of Grafi ; 
Only t' exprefs their Thoughts they wanted Pow'r, 
'TUl he arofe, their fweet-tongu'd Orator. 
R o M e's wildeft Legends are excell'd at once, 
With thinking Blocks and philofophick Stones. 

Say, whence his far-fem'd Politicks began. 
Whence his admir'd and lov'd Leviathan: 
Wearied with Exile, bafdy he comply'd, 
And, Coward, flatted from the fuff'ring Side : 
With abjeft Lies ufiirping Force ador'd. 
And meafur'd Juftice by the longeft Sword. 
Blefs'd Moralift I who taught ev'n Good and 111 
To veer obfequious to the Tyrant s Will : 
Prone to renounce his Senfe at Cromwell's Nod, 
And Traytbr to his Prince, as to his God. 

Hear, all ye Wits, his Golpel ! Tales receivd. 
In private feign d, and publichly believd. 
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Thefe are Religim. He alike eftcems 

The Prophets Vifirais and the Rabbies Dreams; 

Nor matters who the rifing Sefl; begun, 

Or M A K y's Offfpring, or Abdalla's Son. 

No finalleft Diff'ience can his Wifdom find ; 

For Colours all are equal to the Blind. 

Yet Tales, when once eftablifli'd by the State, 
He holds for &cred, and as fix'd as Fate : 
Nor fliall th' Almighty L o »d his Pleafure fliow, 
Without Dependance on the Gods below. 
The Civil Creed no Subjeift mtift deny. 
Or disbeliere it, though 'tis own'd a Lie. 
Hither from fertheft Eaft, ye Bramins, come; 
Hither, ye Weftem Locufts — Monks of Ro m e : 
Behold this frontlefs, all-impofing Man, 
And match him with Your Prieft-craft, if Ye can. 

Prodigious Sage I who taught Mankind to know 
The dang'rous Cheats of Robin Goodfellow! 
Of Faries tripping light a Moon-ihine Round, 
Where rifing Verdure marks the circled Ground I 
Charm'd down by him, each airy Spirit flies, 
And grofler Witches vanifh from our Eyes. 

O Crones, 
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Crones, untransform'd, their own bad Figures keep,. 
And Broomftafls peaceful in their Comers flecp. 
Yet vulgar Tales this mighty Champion fcarc, 
This Foe to Shades, this Conqu'ror of the Air : 
Ghofts immaterial he as Dreams decries, 
Yet dreads their Pow'r, whofe Being he denies. 
The Noon-day Boafter, ftrait a Coward grown^ 
Shuddets and trembles in the Dark alone : 
Spedres and Phantoms glare before his Sight, 
Which, when the Candle enten, oeafe to fright 
'Twas thus he lir'd, our Nation's boofted Pride I 
And, ( Oh I that Truth could hide it I) thus he dy'd. 
Dreams, Whimfies, Fancies, Nothings, then he fear'd j 
And leafd into the Dark, and difappear'd. 

Not thus his matchlefi Wifdom Bacon Ihow'd, 
He found in all Things, and he own'd, a G O D.. 
As farther leam'd, ftill readier to adore ; 
And ftill the mote he knew, believ'd the more. 
Glories to Virtue due fecure to find. 
Unbounded and immortal as his Mind. 
Could HoBBES, alasl an equal ProQ>ed fo 
In the fad Gloom of dark Futurity ? 

"Who 
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who dreamt that Man once Duft fliall never rife, 

That when the Carcals fells the Spirit dies. 

If quite extin<9:, infenfible of Fame, 

Yet bair'd the poor Reverfion of a Name. 

While yet ahve, by Vanity betray'd, 

He law his fleeting groundlefi Honours fede: 

Nor fecred Verfe their Luftre can prolong ; 

No, not a Cowley's nor a Mulgkave's Song. 



Oa the D E A T H of 

Mr. M o n G A N of Chrift- Omch, Oxford. 

IF aught faeneadi them hafipy Souls attend. 
Let Morgan hear the Triumph of a Friend, 
And hear well-pleas'd. Let Libertines lb gay 
With carelels Indolence defpile the Lay : 
Let Critick Wits and Fools, for Laughter bom. 
Their Verdi<3 pafi with lupercilious Scorn : 
Let jovial Crowds, in Wine their Senfrs drown'd. 
Stammer out Cenfiire in their frantick Round : 

O 2 Let 
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Let yawning Sluggards faint Diflike difplay, 
Who while they truft To-morrow lofe To-day. 
Let fiich as thefe the pious Strains condemn, 
For 'tis true Glory to be hils'd by Them. 

Wife in his Prime, he waited not 'till Noon, 
Convinc'd that Mortals " never liv'd too foon." 
As if foreboding then his little Stay, 
He made his Morning bear the Heat of Day. 
Fix'd while unfading Glory he purfues, 
No 111 to hazard, and no Good to lofe ^ 
No &ir Occaflon glides unheeded by, 
Snatching the golden Moments as they fly. 
He by few fleeting Hours en&res Eternity. 
' Friendfliip's warm Beams his artlefs Bteaft in^irej 
And tend'ieft Rev'rence to a much-lov'd Site; 
He dar'd for Heav'n this flatt'ring World ibr^o, 
Ardent to teach, as diligent to know. 
Unwarp'd by fenfual Ends or vulgar Aims, 
By idle Riches, or by idler Names. 
Fearful of Sin in ev'ry clofe Difguife, 
Unmov'd by threat'ning, or by glofing Lies. 
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Seldom indeed the Wicked came fo fer, 
Forc'd by his Piety to defcnfive War : 
Whofe Zeal for other Men's Salvation ftiowir. 
Beyond the reach of Hell fecur'd his own. 
Glad'ning the Poor where e'er his Steps he tnm'd', 
Where pin'd the OrjAan; or the Widow moum'd : 
Where Pris'ners figh'd beneath Guilt's horrid Stain> 
The worft Confinement, and the heavieft Chain : 
Where Death's fad Shadfe the uninftruaed Sight 
Veil'd with thick Dariuiefe in the Land of Light.. 
Our Saviour thus fiilfill'd his great DefigUj 
( For Human may be liken'd to Divine, )' 
Heal'd each Difeafe that Bodies frail endure. 
And preach'd th' unhop'd-for Gofpel to the Poor. 

Nor yet the Prieflly Funaion he invades, 
'Tis not his Sermon, but his Life, per(iiades> 
Humble and teachable to Church he files, 
Prepar'd to pradife, not to criticize. 
Then only angry, when a Wretch convey* 
The Drifts Poifon in the Gofpel Phrafe. 
To Means of Grace the laft Refped he fliow'di 
Nor fought new Paths, as wifer than his God. 

T»eiE- 
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Their facred Strength preferv'd him from Extremes 
Of empty Outfide, or Enthufiaft Dreams ; 
Whims of MoLiNos, loft in Rapture's Mift, 
Or Quaker, late-reforming Quietift. 
He knew that Works muft here our Faith employ, 
And that 'tis Heav'n's 'great Bufinefs to enjoy. 
Fix'd on that Heav'n, he Death's Approaches law, 
Nor vainly murmur'd at oor Nature's Law. 
Repin'd not that his Youth fo (bon ihould go> 
Nor griev'd for fleeting Pleafures here below. 
Of Ihaipeft Anguifli fcoming to complain. 
He fills with Mirth the Intervals <rf Pain. 
Not only unappall'd, but cheerfiil, fees 
The dark cold Pal&ge that muft lead to Peace. 
Strong with immortal Hoom, fecure tio rife. 
The Tears for ever banifli'd from his Eyes. 

Who now t^rets his early Youth would Ipend 
The Life fo nobly that {o Coon Ihould end ? 
Who blames the Stripling for performing more 
Than DoSors grave, and Prdates of Three-fcore f 
Who now efteems his Fervour indifcreet, 
His Pray'rs too frequent, and his Alms too great ? 



Wh< 
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who thinks, where bleft he reigns beyond the Sky, 
His Crown too radiant, and his Throne too high ? 
Who but the Fiend, who once his Courfe withftood, 
And whifper'd — Stay till Fifty to ie good. 
Sure, if beUev'd, t' obtain his helliih Aim, 
Adjourning to the Time tiiat never came.. 



N 
2& Birtb-Dof (f a CHILD of a Year OU. 

L 

HAIL! to thy Parents Wiflies bom,. 
Permitted here to ftay, 
To lee once more the cheerful Mom 
That gave Thee into Day. 

n. 

Widiin a fingle little Year. 

Thy Sifters liv'd to die, 
Jull Ihown on Earth to difappear, 

Sent early to the Sky. 



m May'ft 
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III. 

May'ft Thou, with happier Lot than tliefe, 

Thy Parent's Hopes employ ; 
And Years, and many Years, increafe 

Th' Occafion of their Joy. 
IV. 
In Piety and Virtue grow. 

As rifing Years improve ; 
Blels'd with a longer Life below, 

And higher Place above. 

Oaiie ROSE: iVo*! Anacreok. - • 

IN the Garland-bearing Spring, ■) 

To the Ros E I ftrike the String, > 

Join the Confort while I fing. J 

Scented firft by heav'nly Breath, 
Sprung the Rofe for Man beneath ; " 

Fragrant Bloffom I yielding Joy, 
Dear to Venus and her Boy; 
To the Graces dear, in Hours 
full of Love, and fall of Flow'rs : 

/ To 
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To the Mcs BS it belongs, 
Subjefi of Poetick Songs. 
Sweet to Him, who haply ftray^ 
Doubtliil, flow, through thorny Ways: 
Sweet to her, who from the Stalk 
Plucks it in her Morning's Walk ; 
That her Virgin Hand may move 
To her Breaft the Flow'r of Love. 

From the Rose what Plealiues rile, 
To the Gay, and to the Wife I 
This with gladfome Wreath invdls 
Vernal and Autumnal Feafts ; 
Grace and Ornament afibrds 
To our Altars, and our Boards. 

Roses all that's &ir adorn, 
Rofy-finger'd is the Mom, 
Rofy-arm'd the Nymphs are fcen, 
Rofy-skin'd is Beauty's Queen. 
Thefe the Sick and Languid pleale. 
Nay the Dead are deck'd with thefe : 
Thefe can even conquer Time, 
Since, when fiided from their Prime, 

P Still 
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Still they breathe Petfame, and hold 
Youthful Odour when they're did. 

Say we whence the Rofe's Bloom ; 
When, from the negleded Foam, 
Hoary Ocean Venus gave 
Dew-belprinkled from the Wave; 
When Minx KTA, fierce and &ir. 
Queen of Tumult, and of War, 
Iflued from the Head of Jovs, 
Dreadful to the Realms above ; 
Then the gen'cal Mbdier Earth 
Teem'd, and bore a. flow'iy Birdi, 
New-bom Ros e, pniducii^ The^ 
Various, beauisoiu Progeny I 

See the Gods in Council meet t. 
See the Soil with Ne6hB- fiveet 
Soft they tii^ ! and quick the Ros » 
Sacred to Lyaus grows ; 
Deathlefs Flow'r, divinely born I 
Glorious Oii%ring of the Thran t 



To 
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To die Right Hoooui<ible the 

EARL of X F R D, 

Oa ths RrcoTitt of 

£i<ns^ Margaret Haxley [timu Dutcbeji ^Portland) 
Jrom tbe SmaH-PoK. 

I. 

HA I L, the Patoitt, tremUing 1^ 
Aimoiu rack'd with Love and Fear,! 
Left a Life fliould jridd to Fate, 
As their own to eithet dear I 
Hail, their OSlpnag bom again I 
Welcome Pleaiiue after Pain I 

Heav'n the Mother's Pray'r diftreft 
Heard, and, Mercy prone to '{how. 

Gave a Daughter to the Breaft, 
Melting foft at others Woe ; 

Never leaving to Defpair 

Orphan's Want or Widow's Pray'r. 

P z ni. Let 
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in. 

Let her, now to Health reftor'd, 

Lengthen'd Life aright employ ; 
Ev'ry coming Year afFord 

Frefli Foundation for your Joy : 
Happy as her Parents prove, 
Well and wifely Kve anid love.. 

IV. 
Let her Virtue, perfefi grown, 

Daily to your Mind recall 
Kindnefi to your Father fhown^ 

In his Age, and in his Fall. 
Long, with Int'refl, long may She 
Repay Your filial Kety. 
V. 
Only let her, tho' inclin'd 

Tend'reft Duty to di^lay. 
In her Father's Life-time find 

No Misfortune to allay :. 
In that Inflance let Her be 
Not fo dutiful as He. 



RE- 
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REFLECTIONS. 

Upon theje two Verfes of Mr. Oldham, 

Lord tf my felf, accountable to mm. 
But to my Confcience, and my God alone. 



LIVE therei cotnpos'd of eartMy Framq 
Who dare fiich Height of Pride to own. 
Lords of tfaemlelves, themfelves to name, 
As if accountable to nonr i 

n. 

How vain th' afiiuning in a Dream 

The GreatneTs due to G O D alone ^ 
Who felf-(ufficient, and fiipreme, 

Still re^ns accountable to none-. 

m. 

Thus Lucifer his Honours loft, 

Hurl'd headlong from his azure Throne ; 

So dear the fliort Afpiring coft^ 
To reign accountable to none, 

IV. Pride 



yGoogle 



ii8 POEMS. 

IV. 
Pride foars for Seraphims too high ; 

Shall Man be proud, a Wretch forlorn I 
E'er well he lives ordain'd to die, 
Of Sin oonceiv'd, and Woman bom f 
V. 
An angiy Look, ot fudden Word, 

A ftinging Weed, or little. Thorn, 
Can dilbompofe this migbty Lord, 
Of Sin conceiv'd, and Woman bom. 
VI 
The flighteft Toy can end his Span, 
The meaneft Obje<9: of his Scorn 
Can crufh this independant Man, 
Of Sin conceiv'd, and Woman bom. 
VU. 
Bnt few perhaps idite, while here, 

To reign accountable to none ; 
The wifeft may voucUafe to fear 

Their Conicience and theii God alone. 
VIB. 
While Fools, for Terror or Reward, 
Are fteer'd by Motions not their own, 
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Thefe cent'ring in themfelves, regard 
Their Conicience and their God alone. 
IX. 
The World majr ilansr, or revile, 

Ma^ court the Mitre or the Throne ; 
Thefe fear the Frown and fcek the Smile 
Of Conicience and of God akne. 
X. 
Here fordy they may Refuge take ; 

No, lower yet delcend and lower ; 
For fee the Windings of the Snake 
Beneath the Beauties of the Flower; 
XI. 
Saints from Accounting are not free. 

When CJiains of Duty bind their Hands j 
And e'en when thefe are loofe, we fee. 
That ftrong Necel&ty commands. 
XU. 
Go I bid the wifeft Pteader gain 

The Caufe of which he nodiing fees : 
Go I bid Phyficians heal our Pain, 
Without enquiring the Difeafc. 

Xra. De- 
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xin. 

Depending Seemingly 'on Air, 

Her Nets the lab 'ring Infed: fpreads ; 
The neater Nothing they appear. 

The eafier 'tis to break their Threads. 
XIV. 
Through Nature we may fearch in vain ; 

Where can this fond Chimera be, 
Tliis Viiion of the waking Btain, 

This Idol Independancy ? 
XV. 
The larger half of all Mankind, 

Not yet to Years of Reafbn grown,' 
By God and Nature are affign'd, 

Nor Will, nor Freedom of their owa 
XVI. 
Woman, a Goddefs to the Fool, 

Without ufurping cannot fway : 
By what Commiffion fliall flie rule. 

Sworn, nay created, to obey ? 

xvn. 

Subjefls with fwom Allegiance bow 
To Sov'reigns, Heaven's peculiar Care I 



And 
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And juft Degrees of Duty owe 
To All that CjES A r's Image bear. 
XVIII. 
Nay, the' th' unworthieft of the Crowd . ■ 

Abore their Fellows Heads {hould fbai; 
A Pembroke great, a Thanet good. 

May bow to P whea in Pow'r. 

XIX. 
If aught our Brother's Fall may cauie, 
The Scandal giv'n we mxift remove ; 
Enjoin'd by Christ, if not by Laws, 
To veil our Dignity to Love. 
XX. 
At Charity's Almighty Call, 

Down, down is human Grandeur thrown. 
We then muft give Account to all : 
And thus accountable to none f 
XXI. 
The greateft Sov'reign of the Ball, 

High-iais'd on his Imperial Throne, 
In Love muft give Account to all ; 
In Law accountable to none. 

CL XXII. To 
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xxn. 

To Friends and Foes, to Great and Small, 
" Our Country's Servants, nay our own. 
We all muft give Account to all : 
And thus accountable to none I 
XXIII. 
But grant that, hi bom Human-kind, 

dbliging and oblig'd by none. 
We graze like Anchorites, refign'd 
To Confcience and to God alone ; 
XXIV. 
Tho' the firft Thought perhaps may rove. 

As if from Awe of all we ran ; 
Severely will the lecond prove. 

That Pride was never made for Man, 
XXV. 
If all we think, and do, and lay. 

To Men and Angels will be fliown ; 
What boots it for an Hour, or Day, 
To lurk, accountable to none ? 
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jh AnacreontickOde, 

Upon » W E D D I N G after 1%irteen Tears Courtjbif. 

BEGIN, — the joyous Nuptial fing I 
Wake the warbling dancing String I 
Not old Anacreon would deflie 

Sweeter fiibjea for hit Lyic, 
Than Lore for Ler^th of Years the fame. 

Bright with undiminiih'd Flame ; 
What later Ages rarely fee. 

Patriarchal Conftancy I 
Let Milers, fond of yellow Mould, 

Truck their Happinefi &r Gold ; 
No ihining Duft his Choice could move, 

Wifely fii'd to live and love. 
May He for all the Years He ^)ent. 

Ne'er have Reaibn to repent ; 
And She be ftudious to repay 

Sev'n Years Service in a Day I 
And both the Pain that's paft employ 

More to raife their piefent Joy. 

CL2 If 
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If Children e'er fliould blefi their Eyes, 

Healthy, Virtuous let them rife 5 
With new Endearments ftill improve 

All the Tendemefi of Love. 
Far from the cheerful Manfion, far, 

Shy Sufpicion breeding Jar ; 
Pride too afpiring to defcend. 

Wanton Wit that wounds a Friend : 
And Spirit high, with Humour join'd. 

Curie of Man and Womankind 1 
May neither mils the happy Road, 

To their Duty, to their God j 
While many, many Years they fee, 

Blels'd with Peace and Kety t 
That all the Wife their Praife may give. 

Well this Pair knew how to live I 
That all who fee their Death may cry. 

Well this Pair knew how to die ! 
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To the M E M O R Y of the 

Right Reverend Francis Gastrell, D. D. 

Lard Bijhop of Chester. 

the Memory of the Juji is blejfed, hut the Name of the 
Jflcked foall rot. Prov. x. 7. 

1S1NG a Prelate good, unbodied now, 
Nor Itaiger Angel of the Church below ; 
Enthron'd Triumphant ! — May the Lines be free 
From fordid Hope, and fervile Fktterjr. 
Such Views, if known, this happy Saint would move 
To Ihake his radiant Head, and frown Above. 
A gen rous Plainnefs thro' the Verfe be fliown. 
Truth without Fear, and Roughne^ Uke his Own : 
Roughnefi, by 6one defpis'd, by moll rever'd ; 
By Fools avoided, and by Villains fear'd. 

While G AST R ell's Praifes fill the hallow'd Strain, 
Far hence Ye Falfe, Ye Vicious, Ye Erophane I 
Whoe'er can Virtue out of Place defpife, 
And fneak inglorious when, Ye ftoop to Rife ; 

Whoe'er 
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Or Christ, his confecrated Pen require, 
Ccxeval Son dercending from the Sire I 
Whom Ranfom for his Foes the Father gave, 
Who Uv'd to teach us, and who dy'd to fave. 
From Truth to Truth the folid Reas'ner goes. 
Nor Fraud can fcape him, nor can Force oppofe ; 
And Earth and Hell may tiy their Arts in vain. 
To break one Link of th' Adamantine Chain. 

Hear him, when Learning feems his Voice to need. 
For Academick Honours boldly plead ; 
Mindful of Truth, as mindlefi of Applaule, 
With Strength and Candour worthy of his Caufe. 
Long may thoie Bulwarks of Religion fland. 
True to the Mitred Head, and Scepter'd Hand : 
To future Times let Hyde Immortal tell, 
How bravely once they flood, how nobly fell; 
When Viper SeSs our Parent Church fubdu'd, 
And Traytor Cromwbll gorg'd himfelf with Blood ; 
Nor lefi diilinguifh'd Courage dar'd they fhow, 
Againfl a difFrent, but an equal Foe. 
Their Worthies ftem'd the Tide in Danger's Hour, 
Againft the Papal, as the Rebel Power : 
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In Youth, for Firmnefi to the Sire, undone, 

In Hoary Age, ejeifted by the Son. 

In vain each Shape the fubtle Serpent tries, 

With Schifm would tear, with Herefy furprife. 

Where Jane or Potter trac'd the latent Snare ; 

Where James and Beaumont fill'd the Sacred Chair, 

And worthy fill'd : fuch Foreign Lands may ftile 

Juftly the Glories oFBritannia's Ifle. 

Whate'er fdf-praifing Pedants idly &y, ' 

More proud of Ign'rance than of Learning They I 

Let thrifty Atheifts vote their Charters down. 

Let Faftion ftorm, and Superftition irown : 

Let glitt'ring Beaus their little Wits engage. 

And well-dreft Vandals barbaroufly rage. 

The more the Wife admirt^ convinc'd the more, 

The Banks are needful when the Billows roar. 

A Spoiler once poflefi'd the B r i T i s h Throne, 
Who cur'd the Church's Av'rice by his own ; 
Scatter'd to Priefts or Death or Famine round, 
Reform'd the antient Temples to the Ground : 
Yet Puritanick. Saints fome Gleanings met. 
And what the Hail had fpar'd, the Locufts eat 

This 
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This Anka deign'd with pitying Eye to fee, , • . 
Supreme alike in Pow'r and Piety I ' 
In De£uts wild the Projrfiet's Sons Shs fed, 
And made the hungty Raveof bring thetn Bieaid ; . 
And wifely lib'ial rais'd dieir growing St»re, 
Nor plunder'd from the Rich to feed the Poor- 
How wide dijius'd the Charity extends, 
When what the Prince begins, the PrekCe end< t 
For tee the Loaves, which Gaetrbll's Hands divide, 
Almoft by Miracle are multiply'd. 
At once by Pfecept and Erainple led, ' ' ■ 
From Bread to Breafi infefliotc Bounty fp^ead. 
The Deifts fcarct 6qQi o&ring could wkludd. 
And Mifers wonder'd they (hould part widi Gold ; 
Who grudge ^ fmall^ Mite to Churches giv'n. 
And count it Lo£ on Earth, to gain in Heav'n. 

Nor Gifts nqr WeaWi th' ApolHes neod require. 
When GOD ddcehding crown'd their Heads wiA Fire ; 
SubjeQed Nature's Courfe to their Commands, 
Infpir'd their Lips, and aded by their Hands ; 
Thro' palfy'd Limbe ftefl) blooming Vigour Ihed, 
And fpake the Dead alive, and Living dead. ' 

R No 
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No Pow'rs like thefe their Succeflbis can ckiiti, 

Tho' yet their Gofpel and their God the feme : 

The nobleft Preacheis only now prefent 

The calm ftill Wonder of a Life well-lpent. 

Such Gastkell liv'd, on Duty bent alone. 

Studious to profit All, but flatter None ; 

Lift'ning attentive to the Wretch's Qy, 

The Griefs low-whifper'd, and the flifled Sigh. 

When gath'ring Storms would touch his Soul with Fear, 

Unmov'd, tho' Peals of Thunder ftruck his Ear : 

Caiefiil by Works his Faith un&^'d to prov^ 

By 2Seal imlhaken, and unweaiy'd Love r . 

For tend'reft Love and warmeft Zeal agree i 

Nay, ZeaJ well-bounded turns to Charity, 

That cheers the Faint, bright-fliining from a6r> 

And guide? to Jisns Uke the Wife-Men's Star. 

Oh I would th' Incarnate G O D to Prelates give 

To All like Him to write, like Him to Uve 1 . 

So Faith Divine might wider Beams dilpky. 

And win refiftlels o'er the World its Way : 

So Rome the Gofpel uncorrupt m^ht own-; 

And haughty PontiiFs vail their Triple Crown, 

The 
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The frozen North might Bifh<^' Thrones' be&iend. 
And far as Thik to the Mitre bend I 

Cautious and ftrid, what Stedfaftne^ he ihow'd, 
Ordaining Servants for the Courts of G D ! 
Thither, thro' him, no Feet unhallow'd came. 
The Pafs was guarded with a Sword of Flame. 
No Criminals his awfiil Looks could bear, 
Who fled to ihelter, not toworfliip there : 
Far let them fly, and feek in diftant Lands 
For lels intrepid Hearts, and meaner Hands. 
Nor Frown, nor Smile, nor Terror, nor Reward, 
Mov'd him the Saviour's Church to dilr^ard ; 
^Almoft as foon might Peter's Zeal have ibid 
His heav'nly Pow'is for perifliable Gold ; 
At Mammons Beck dilpeos'd Ethereal Fire, 
And made Apoftles for a Wizard's Hire. 

Some foture Poet rife, the Prelate's Praife 
Record fublime in ever-during Lays ; 
To deathle£ Ages give his Fame declar'd : 
Such Heat celeftial fir'd the glowing Bard, 
For David's Heir his Harp when Prior ftrung, 
Or Pope with nobleft Flight Messiah fung. 

K 2 His 
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His Gloiy flttW prifetT'd by iAf> Divint, 
In Song coeval with the World might fliine ; 
When Gufts df Paflion fink, no mofe to rife, 
And Envy mould'ring with his Aflies lies : 
When Charms of prefent Itit'reft fliall decay. 
And Faftion's lefi'niftg Mnrtitan die kway : 
When Virtue fliall nO ihort be deem'd A Ctiite, 
But Truth emerging trfuaijih OverTirte. • '■ - ■'■ 
So when of Old, a Patriot great and ^i*"^ 
In Rome imperious orin'ATH^Ns'prwid ; ! ' 
Some fore Affronr to Clowns or Tribunes gave. 
And fcom'd lo Hsctet whom he fbtiglrt to faVe ; 
His hated Worth thty dooitt'd by pnblkSL Voic^"' 
And Banilhment or tJeith' was all thie Choice. 
Too late convinc'd their Rafhnefi they deplot'd; 
And whom they judg'd before, they now ador'd ; 
By Crowns and Statues vain Repentance Ihow'd, 
And voted the Condemh'd into a God. 

Gastrell the Art of Courts difdain'd to know, 
And the fmooth Poliih of a favrning BioVv j ' 
His Tongud refus'd the filbtle Slaiefmah's Patf, 
And fpoke the genuine Language of his tteatt : 



Fearlels 
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Fearlefi of pow'rfiil Anger's threat'ning Ejne, 
Too plain to double, and too brave to lie. 
Thofe flavifh abjcA Souls he foom'd fcvere. 
Who count Promotion never bought too dear ; 
Who ply for Years the meaneft, bafeft Toil, 
Pleas'd with a Nod, tran^KMted with a Smile : 
Pradife th' obeilant Cringe, th' expeding Waoc, 
And watch each Turn of Whimfy in His Grace : 
To ev'ry fevour'd Livry they can fee. 
Who crook the fupple Hii^es of tie Knee ; 
Hard lab'rii^ on their worthlefi Heads to fet 
A Mitre Menial to a Coronet. 

His Loyalty fiom genuine Motives flow'd. 
True to his Prince, as feithfol to his God. 
Him folemn Oadu could tie, dio' unconfin'd 
By Bonds of Int'reft bale, or PaiHon blind : 
By meaner Views while vulgar Snbjeas fteer. 
And fix Allegiance as they hope or fear ; 
Whom Rays of Favour muft to Duty charm, 
(Thofe who in Sun-fijine bask may well be waiw) 
If plac'd on high they rule the CM»mon-w«al, '■■■•.■ 

And well-paid Penfions recompenfe theit Zeal : ' " 

But 
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But let the much-lov'd Sov'reign pleafe to frown. 
And coldly caft thefe zealous Servants down, 
Down finks the Weather-Glafi ; no more thejr praile, 
But lofe their Duty, when they lofe their Place. 
So common Trees their annual Drefi put on, 
Cheer'd by the Vernal Show'rs and Summer Sun ; 
While finiling Seafons laft, they flourifli fair, 
But ftormy Autumn leaves them dead or bare : 
Not fo the Laurel's conftant Green we find, 
Carelefi of fav'ring Sun or adverfe Wind, 
It holds its Leaf, when wint'iy Tempefts blow. 
And keeps its Verdure underneath the Snow. 

The PnELATE doom'd in Exile fed to rove, 
{Forgive, Ye Great Ones, for I fiill muft love I ) 
E'er yet the Thunder fiom its Cloud was fled. 
Or lanc'd the Light'ning pointed at His Head, 
Found Gastrell firm an Enemy to defend ; 
Let Cowards leave, and Villains crufh a Friend : 
No confcious Guilt in common Danger ty'd. 
No partial Favour warp'd him to His Side. 
You that in Pomp of Grandeur flrut your Hour, 
In bright Meridian of unenvy'd Pow'r, 



Try 

yGoogle 



P O E M & 155 

Try all your Friends, of ev'ry Rank and Kind, 
A Man like this amid your Tbouiands find : 
Nor Levees throng'd his Equal can liipply ; 
Nor Honours giin you, nor Exchequeis buy 1 

When Lofi of beft-lov'd Friends ordain'd to knowj. 
Next Pain and Guilt the greateft 111 below » 
For vain the Hope which Mortal Breath fupplies. 
Since Oxford yields to Fate^ and Anna dies ! 
Griev'd, not difmay'd, to Providence refign'd ; 
Nor Death he courted, nor at Life repin'd. 
Tho' Crowds before him flept, from Toil releal^ 
And pious Smalkidge had retir'd to Reft : * 
Nor fear'd, had Heav'n decreed it, to have ftood 
Adverfe againft a World, and fingly good. 

So brave Nassau oppos'd the Gallick Rdgn, 
And found the Belgian Moles and Ramparts vain ;, 
For Ids the Task old Ocean's Rage to guide, 
Than ftem the Fury of Ambition's Tide. 
Dauntlels tho' foil'd, and tho' out-number'd bold, 
Unaw'd by Fa£tion,' and unbtib'd by Gold. 
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No Spot of Earth unfought the Hero gave, 
No ; 'till his Foes had eam'd it, not a Grave : 
Late in the feitheft Dike relMv'd to lie. 
Till Then to battle, and but There to die. 

On the Passion of Our Saviour. 

1 

FROM whence thefc dire Portents aroond, 
Tfatt Earth and Heav'n amaze ? 
Wherefore do Eardiquakes deave the Gtcani ? 
Why hides the Sun his Rap ? 

* n. 

Not thus did Sinai's trembling Head 

With facred Horror nod. 
Beneath the dark Pavilion ffacad 

Of Lcgillative God I 
Ili. 
Thou Earth, -diy Weft Centre ihake, 

WiA j^Esn fimpathife I 
Thou Sun, as Hell's deep Gloom be black, 

'Tis thy Creator dies J 

IV. What 
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IV. 

Wliat Tongue the Tortures caa dedare 

Of this vindiaive Hour ? 
Wrath he alone had Will to (hare, 
As he alone had Pow'r ! 
V. 
See ftreaming from th' accuried Tree 

His all-atoning Blood I 
Is this the Infinite ? 'Tis he I 

My SavioIjr and my God I 
Vl 
For Me thefe Pangs his Soul allail, 

For Me the Death is bom I 
My Sin gave Shaipnefi to the Nail, 
And pointed ev'ry Thorn. 

vn. 

Let Sin no more my Soul enHave, 

Break, Lord, the Tyrant's Chain; 
Oh, feve Me whom Thou cam'ft to &ve, 

Nor bleed nor die in vain ! 
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Jgainfi Life. From the Greek. 

WHAT Path of Life by Man is ttod 
Without repenting of the Road f 
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For Life. From the Qteek. 

WH A T Path of Li F E by Man is .ttod 
Without rejoicing at the Road ? 
From Bufinefs Wealth and WUHom flows, 
At Home is Quiet and Repofe. 
The Ocean gainful Tiaffick yields, 
And Nature cheers us in the Fields. 
Abroad You're lefi expos'd if Poor ; 
If Rich, relpeded for your Store. 
More BUfe the Nuptial State receives, 
The Single more in Freedom lives. 
The Parent's Heart with Tranfport fwells, 
And lefs of Care the ChilcHefi leels. 
Our Youth, firm Health and Vigour fliares. 
And Rev'rence crowns our hoary Hairs. 
The Wife this Choice would never try, 
Or not to live, or loon to die. 
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PROLOGUE ffohn before the Beaux-Stratagem, 
ASed by feme young Perfotu of polity. 

LE T Play-Houfe Aflors crowded Seats defir^ 
And ftretch their venal Voices for their Hire : 
We pradife not for Gain, to grieve, or rage ; 
But enter, gratis, on « private Stage. 
Ezped not here to fee th' Ambitious rile^ 
To weep the felling Great, or wretched Wife. 
Fleas'd if our Sport a Father entertains. 
Or Mother's Joys fhall recompenie our Pains : 
Our End is Mirth, our CharaSns are low, 
A finilh'd Rake, and Fortune-hunting Beau. 
A Fair unhappy, parted by Confcnt, 
And fieed without an A<ft of FarUament. 
"T obtain Your Smiles with comick Smiles we try j 
'Tis wholefomer to laugh, than 'tis to cry. 
What tho' they tell us Griefi, and Pains, and Cares 
Opprefi with Loads of Woe the hoary Hairs ; 
* Thofe come too foon, how long foe'er they ftay. -\ 

Indulge the prefent Hour, and laugh to-day ; > 

Our Years excufe us, 'tis Our Time to play. J 
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A PINDARICK ODE 

To the Right Honourable the 

EARL of OXFORD, 
On His Birth-Dat. 



WHAT Genius in the Baid muft glow, 
Who loan a Birth-day^ to adorn i 
Since what fo frequent can we know. 

Except to die, as to be bom i 
No vulgar Subje& Ihould inlpire, 
No giov'ling Aitift tune the Lyre. 

, II. 
Low Ballad piduies to our Eyes 

George the Champion of our Land ; 
Nor can a Monarch higher rile, 
Sculptur'd by a meaner Hand. 
For Fate no human Pow'r can ftay, S 

Oblivion Iweeps the worthlefi Ode away; > 

Scarce in twelve Months conceiv'd, it haidly lives a Day. J 

nL No 
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III. 

No Romifli Saint awakes my String, 

True Proteftant the Lyre ; 
Nor need I Laurel from a King 
c- Tfoli^PoetickFire': • -'■ ' 

Words Ippntajieous dance .along, 
Fly, for J' i?Oi?i) is the Song. 

i 

^fe Ewellers in Piwdar's Days 

Had fcu'nd thai Pedigree' was vain. 
Nobility of intieht Race ' . 

Has often claini'd his Lyrick Stram z 
Mankind aright he underitbod. 
Nor idly parted iGteat: and Good. 

H. 
'Tis little Fame Confincnient bears; 

Pent HI ifcanty Place or Tline ; ' 
That fees not Centuries of Years, ■ ' 

Prifon'd in its native Clime. 
Or ever Norman William cam^ S 

; In France illuftricSus flourifh'd Ha RL ay's Name; > 
So Foes in' Satire Write, miftaking it for Shame. J 

III. Let 
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in. 

Let Heralds' Art with bufy Gate 

Trace Heroes through the Lhie ; 
'Tis Their's Time's Ruin to repair, 

But to prevent it Mine- 
One alone my VerfcflwU call. 
One fiifEces for them all.: 

I. 

Who, chofen by his Coimtry, fill'd. 
And worthy fill'd the Speaker's Chair ; 

To guide the various Senate skill'd. 
Nor knew to Ibfc a Queftion there : 

Unbyas'd and undaunted foubd, 

To chufe and to maintain his Ground. 

n. 

whom ever-glorious Ann a chole, 

(Anna lov'd by God and Man I ) 
To calm the Rage of Foreign Foes, 

Foes domeflick to reftrain ; 
Make warring Kings her Ballance own, "-i 

Give great Alcides" Straits to Butain's Crown,, p. 
Bid Austria's Eagle floop, and lay the Thunder down. J" 

III. Fortune- 
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ni. 

Fortune in vain his Virtue croft, 

Con^icuous in the Towr ; 
Bleft with what others cannot boaft 

In Plenitude of Power ; 
Bleft, when ieemingly undone. 
In Himielf and in his Son. 

I. 

The Jyife this Birth-day gave his Heir, 

Hovrever late, too foon muft end ; 
But Honour bright, and Virtue feir. 

Can never to tie Grave ddcend : 
Thefe flill will fliine to future Eyes, ' 
'Till Learning and 'till Wifdom dies. 

n. 

Our Tongue, tho' fenfible and ftiong, 

G R * c I A N Harmony denies, 
Unable high as Pindar's Song 
Or Amphion's Harp to rife. 
Mufick, 'ds Taid, the Stones could call, -^ 

Mufick forbad the Houfe when built to fell, >■ 

I^fe was the Pow'r that rais'd than that preferv'd the Wall. J 

III. If 
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m. 

If Oxford's Gloiy and his Sike's 

Unequally I fing ; 
If loftier Numbers it requires, 

And asks a ftronger Wing ; 
Who t' adorn their Fame fliall ftrive ? 
Who I while Pope is yet alive? 

To a Young Gentleman, 
On his Recovery from a Fit of Sicbiefs. 

I who was late concem'd to hear 
' The Danger of a Life fo dear. 
Would now a friendly Verfe employ 
To claim an Intereft in your Joy ; 
Joy to Your-felf, a fecond Time 
Refcued from falling in your Prime ; 
Joy to your Parents, happy now, 
To whom fo often Life You owe, 
As guarded by a Father's Care, 
Or granted to a Mother's Pray'r. 

T How 
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How did They mourn Your early Bloom, 
The Promife of a Man to come I 
The pleafing Hope they us'd to raife. 
When planning of Your future Days ! 
What Pangs the former Tranfport coft, 
Which feem'd, alas ! for ever loft ! 
What Tendernefs of Grief I which Yon, 
'Till You're a Parent, cannot know : 
For who can know except they feel 
The Pains that are unfpeakable ? 
Pains that are heighten'd to Excels, 
By Thoughts of tranfient Happine& 
So various Scenes amufe the Eye 
In Clouds that paint a Summer's Sky ; 
Short Pleafiire ! ev'ry fleeting Breeze 
Deftroys the wav'ring Images j 
Well, if the ProfpeS difappeais 
Without diffolving into Tears. 

O tread in Virtue's happy Road, 
True to Your-felf, and to your God : 
To Him perpetual Homage give, 
And live to Him, by whom You Uve : 
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No vicious Courfe your Youth engage. 
To tteafure Sorrow for your Age ; 
That none, by Blood or Love ally'd, 
Have Caufe to wifli you now had dy'd ; 
That each one, who your Worth furveys, 
May blefi the length'ning of your Days. 
'Tis well if all your coming Years 
May pay a Father for his Tears ; 
If Joy, that from Yoiu- Welfare flows. 
May recompence a Mother's Woes. 

Ai EPIGRAM. 

YO U dare not marry. Friend, you own. 
For fear your Family Ihould frown ; 
Why, Wedlock would your Freedom gain, 
Which others ufes to enchain : 
Y' had better follow my Advice, 
And many once, than marry twice ; 
Betwixt your Sifter, and your Brother, 
Husband to one, and Wife to t' other. 

T 2 The 
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The "DOG. 
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The Irish Greyhound or the English Mafiiff ; 
Or fev'rite Brood of Charles, difceming King, 
T' efpy Perfeftion or in Beaft or Man I 
Or rather eUe ftom Parentage unknown, 
Like Antient Heroes (prung fiom Mother Earth, 
The general Mother Earth, without a Sire ; 
For Sires beget their Like, and propagate 
Their Kinds j but hke to Him was never found. 

His (Dolours ftrange, what mortal Painter's Hand 
With all his Lights and Shadings can exprefi I 
Ine3q>licabl}r grifly I But his Tail, 
Oh I had'ft Thou feen his Tail, the matchlefs Shape, 
Th' identick Shape thy Fancy would retain. 
Engraven in eternal Chaiafters, 
While Memory holds its Empire in the Brain i 
A Line like which not Archimedes old 
In yielding Sand e'er trac'd, nor greater Skill 
Of modem Newton e'er has yet on Slate 
'Midft Figures Curve or Re6Ulinear drawn : 
Tranfverfe, disjointed from the iacred Bone, 
It ftood, as nought of kindred to the Part*. 

Fefieiior 
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Pofterior whence it grew, or rather feem'd 

T' adhere not native there : So Mifletoe 

Seems only grafted on its Parent Oak : 

Nor uniform the Length ; part dangling lithe, 

Part horizontal ftiff, tho' not fo ftiff 

As Tail of Memphian Crocodile fiill-grown. 

V Hiatm in MS. 

Learn hence, Thou two-legg'd Animal call'd Mah, 
Or haughty Stoic K boafting Apathy, 
Or grunting Swine of Epicurus' Herd; 
Or C r N I c K Churl, that proud of caufelefs Snarl, 
Unworthily ufurp'ft the Name of Dog; 
Learn from my lofty moralizing Songj 
A gratefiil Senfe of Benefits receiv'd. 
An humble Rev'rence of fuperior Pow'r. 
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THE 

DESCRIPTIVE: 

A MILTONICK. 
yifter the Manner of the Modern 9. 

Torva Mimalloneis impUrunt cornua bombis. Nero. 

The ARGUMENT. 
The Invocation : The Poem Jlides infenjibly into the midji of 
Things, and prefents a Fhrwer-piece ; thai proceeds to the 
Heat of hinca., the Fertility of Harvejl, and the Cold ufu- 
ally enfuing : This naturally -leads to the Stages of Man's 
Life: Infancy: A BircC s-neft, illujirated from 'Homer : 
Youth, clofed •with a Simile : Aphrogala* /*f/«r/y«/*iMr. 
The next two Ages flightly touched, make way for a Sketcht 
of the Morning : A moral Reflection on the Uncertainty of 
human Things, by way of Tranjition to Night ; wherein is 
introduced an AJfemblage of Allegorical Perfons, perfectly 
piBurefque, and highly fuitable to the Nature of this kind, 
of Poetry. He Conclufion. 

/'^THon fweet-mufing in th' umbrageous Grots 

^-^ Of cool CiTH^RON, or th' embow'ring Shade 

Of P I M p L a's lofty Top, aerial Height ; 

Or hear'ft Thou rather from the fecret Cave 

Oracular,. 

• Al. leg, f^ariyifteff. vH. Steph. 
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Oracular, yawning with awfiil Night ? 
Or elfe where-e'er by vifionary Bard 
Thou fitt'ft enthron'd, to me alike where-e'er, 
Prefent to me alike. Not unobferv'd 
By rural Swains, and not unwifli'd the Gueft 
Approaches glad, with fmihng Chaplets crown'd. 
And Odours floating foft on Zephyr's Wings, 
With early blooming Sweets : The Primrofe fair, 
Nam'd from the joyous Prime. The Violet 
Impurpled, blue-ey'd, thicket-loving Flow'r. 
With ruddier Specks their paly Gold among, 
Cowflips diftinfl emblazon'd. He who ^)eaks, 
^)eaks adequate the Numbers numberlefs 
Of various Flowrets, from all-bearing Earth 
Self-rais'd, Ipontaneous, may perchance recoxmt 
Or Buds which fwell with vernal Warmth's Return, 
Or Drops defcending in prolifrck Show'rs, 
Or Epithets in facred Poet's Song. 

Thee, Torrid Zone aduft. Thee who Ihall praife ? 
Except by S I m u s or his Brother Star 
Haply inipir'd. Phx bos' Meridian Fires 
Intfnfe, extreme, (while the fierce Lion reigns, 

Ma- 
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Malignant reigns, morbifick, peftilent,) 
Heat Africk's Furnace into fev'n-fold Flame ; 
Whofe Burnings join'd, reflexive and direft, 
Half vitrify her Sands ; impois'ning more 
Dragons impoifon'd, Balilisks Death-crown'd, 
And DipsAS dry, and fublimate their Stings 
Or Teeth, erft dang'rous ; now avoidlels Fate, 
Quick, inftantaneous. When Autunuial Boughs 
Fruit-bent to Earth hang pendent. Parent Earth 
As ftudious to repay'; Apples forth pour 
Draughts emulous of the Vine, mature Produce, 
NeSareous ; Vales with yellow Harvefts crown'd, 
Ambrofial, tempt the careful Reaper's Toil 
Nor Ceres, fancy'd Pow'r I but Nature boon 
Roughens the fiirrow'd Plain with beardy Gold. 
Behold He comes with trembling Pace, but fure. 
Whole icy Breath the circum-ambient Air 
Chills frore ; by Ruftick Foot or Carriage preft. 
Unyielding, unobfequious Hands the Froft, 
Nitrous, incrufted, crifpy, crackling, crimp. 
Life's Stages fleet in quick Succeflion roll. 
Each after each. Babes tell aloud their Woe, 

U Too 
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The creamy Viand, gently turgid fwelU, 
Unfblid Sweet, with Vacuum full-fraught. 
Something hke Nothing, flying Tafte and Touch, 
Yet to the tianfient Eye alluring, foft, 
Spumaceous, i^hrodifiiUi : Manhood ripe 
Advanc'd, autumnal yields the Fruits, which erft 
Youth's Bloom had promia'd fair, but verges fwift. 
Too fwiftly verges to Decline of Life ; 
Decrepid, querulous, unthought-of Eld, 
With imfufpeded Silence, creeping on. 
Not fear'd 'till found, not underflood 'till Mt. 

Hail I gladfome Prime of Day, when orient Sol 
Shoots horizontal Beams on dew-drop'd Pearls, 
MelMuotis ; ethereal Poets chant, 
Two-l^g'd, but not unfeather'd, melting Lays, 
With Trill harmonious and refponfive Tune j 
Sweet Antiphon I but what, alas I if fair. 
In mortal State is permanent f The Mom 
Brings on Meridian Blaze, Day beckons Night ; 
And each Beginning leads us to an End. 
When Birds obfcene, by the all-viewing Sun 
Ages unview'd, fly forth ; ill Omens all I 

U 2 * With 
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With Scream portentous and terrifick Wing. 

Chill Fear, and fliudd'ring Guilt, and pale Dismay, 

Moony Distraction, life-confuming Grief, 

And Horror raven-plum'd, enormous Group I 

Cut the dank Moift, and cleave the dark Obfcure. 

To Thee, O Night ! what Ihall to Thee compare ? 
Save the black Grave, where loftieft Poets' Duft 
Undreaming fleeps, ftiff, fenfelefi, motionlefi. 
Silent, untuneiiil all ; far, &r remov'd 
From Mortals" bufy Paths, and Sight humane. 
From Touch ethoeal of Heaven's fiery Rx>d ; 
Vocal their Harps no more, in rory Damp 
Moulders the li&lels, ever-living Choir. 

EPIGRAM on fie foregoing^ Miltokics-s. 

WHAT makes You write at this odd Rate ? 
Why, Sirs, it is to imitate. 
What makes You rant and ramble fo ? 
Why, 'tis to do as others da 
But there's no Meaning to be fen i 
Why, that's the very Thing I mean. 

SJVUFFi 
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SNUFF: A Satyr. 

ISiNG of SNUFF, What Pow'r fliaU I adore? 
Or whence ihall needy Rhimer Aid implore ? 
Old Thread-bare Mn s e s now no more will do. 
And Sylphs and Sylphids are as much too new. 
I'll e'en addrefi, to Purpofe fidl as good. 
An earthly ro<Mtal She, of Flelh and Blood. 

O Thou, for whom ihefe Numbers are defign'd. 
Be ever prefent to my lab'iing Mind I 
Still may I think on Thy levere Command, 
T" infpire my tardy Wit, and urge my backward Hand. 
So fhall Thy Smiles as real Strength iniule, 
As ever Bard receiv'd from Goddefi Mu s e. 
My Task perform'd, with giatefril Joy I'll own. 
That ev'ry fingle Line proceeds from Thee alone. 

The Snuff-box fiift provokes our Juft Difilain, 
That Rival of the Fan and of the Cane. 
Your modem Beaus to richeft Shrines intruft 
Their worthlels Stores of fafhionable Puft. 
Or wrought or plain the clouded Shell behold. 
The polilh'd Silver, or the bumifli'd Gold i 

Th« 
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The Agate Landsldp, drawn by Nature's Hand, 

Or finer Pebble from th' A r a b i a N Strand, 

The fhining fieds where Pearls imperfea lie. 

Smooth to the Touch when rougheft to the Eye : 

While diflant Climes their various Arts employ 

T adorn and to compleat the modilh Toy. 

Hinges with dofe-wrought Joints from Paris com^ 

Pi(aures dear-bought from Venice and from Rome. 

While fome with home-made Lids their Fancies pleaie^ 

And bear enfhrin'd their own dear Images : 

True to themfelves, they need no Foreign Face, -\ 

Nature divine can human Art Anpafi, S 

And each Italian Paint muft yield to Looking-glafi. 3 

The lovely Hand is liow no longer bare, S 

The rumpled Neck-cloth to compofe with &re, > 

To fix a falling Patch, ot finooth a ruffled Hair : J 

The never-feiling ShuiF-box ready ftands 

To fliow the well-tura'd Joints and lilly Ifands r 

Arm'd at all Points, with this the Beau can move 

Envy in Men, and in the Females Love : 

Againft this Flail the Fair have no Defence, 

'Tis Humour, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence. 

A kind 
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A kind Employ die Snuff-box can afford 

To Youths -that fcom the Pen, and fear die Sword i 

The well-cut Nails are plac'd in open Day, 

And wanton on the Lid the taper Fingers play. 

Circled with G<Jd the brilliant Diamond glows, .^ 

So fond the Fop its Lufire to expofc, S 

That, like an Indian Prince, he'll wear it at his Nofe. j 

The radiant Box of treafur'd Duft is full, 
And richly fiimilh'd as its Owner's SkulL 
A thoufand Shapes the Indian Weed diiguil^ 
Veil'd in a thoufand Shapes the Weed they prize ; 
Of barb'rous Names who can lecount die Train ? 
The Icented Bergamot, and Spanish plain ; 
Th' Orangesi B widi Odour not its own. 
Or that from Seville nam'd or Barcelone ; 
The greenilh Sand which Portugal beflows, 
Perfum'd with Urine to r^ale the Nofe : 
■far-fetch'd B R a z i l e, almoft for Touch too fine^ 
Which toiling Merchants feek beyond the Line. 
Let foolifh Indians be no more our Scorn, 
Who truck their Gold or Gems for Beads or Horn ; 

The 
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The gay Polite of fage Britannia's Land 

Will part with Sterling in exchange for Sand. 

With what Difdain the Belles would glance askew, -^ 

Were Leaf not Powder profer'd to their View, ^ 

Tho' ftill the Thing's the lame, the Title only New : J 

For fev'rite Snuff, difguife it as you will, 

In fpite of Art remains Tobacco ftill : 

As when a Fair is lur'd to Sin and Shame, 

Tho' coach'd or carted, prais'd or damn'd by Fame : 

Tho' Mifi or Dutchefi, lowly-bom or great. 

With Cinders on her Head, or Coronet ; 

Down to Nell Gwyn, from Rosamond or Shore, 

Whate'er her Title be, in Englifli She's a Whore. 

There are who veil their Stinks with utmofl Care, 
Scents not Arabian breathing from their Hair ; 
Who, confcious of themfelves, are frequent known 
With Sweat of Civet-Cats to hide their own. 
When Sweets and Eflenoe fell, and in their room 
Too pow'rful Nature conquers the Perfiime, 
In felf-defence they Stench to Stench oppofe. 
And guard with Clods of Snuff the fuff'ring Nofc. 

No 
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No Smell can pierce thro' that fecure Defence, 
No, not their own, not Jakes, or Frankincenfe. 
On Wights like tkek Nature in vain beftows 
The Jeflamin, the Jonquil, the Violet, and the Rofe ; 
No more to them, than if alone there grew 
The lothefome Garlick and the lUnking Rue. 
Vain are the Sweets that either Indies bring. 
Vain are the blooming Fragrances of Spring. 

Strai^e is the Pow'r of Snuff, whofe pungent Grains 
Can make Fops Ipeak, and fiimilh Beaus with Brains ; 
Nay, can enchant the Fair to fuch degree, p 

Scarce more admir'd would French Romances be, >■ 

Scarce Scandal more belov'd, or darling Flattery. -J 

Whether to th' India-houfe they take their way, ■y 

Loiter f th' Park, or at the Toilet ftay, > 

Whether at Church they fliine, or iparkle at the Play. J 

Nay ferther yet, perhaps their Snuff they keep, 
Take it in Bed, and dream on't when afleep : 
For lure, unlefs the Beau may claim a part, 
Sn u F F is the topmoft Trifle of the Heart. 
Nor Care of Cleanlinefs, nor Love of Drels, 
Can fave their Clothes from Brick-duft Naftinefi. 

X Let 
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Let Work employ the Poor, Snuff the Genteel, 
Your well-bred Spinfter fcorns her Spinning-Wheel ; 
Let coop'd-up Seamftieflee their Fingers ply. 
And dpifter'd Nuns drudge at Embroidery, 
Fatigue for Belles too great ! who would ^ fi»n 
As deign to play the Seamftrefi, play the Kun. 

Some think the part too finall of modilh Sand 
Which at a niggard Finch they can command ; 
Nor can their Fingers for that Task foffice. 
Their Nofe too greedy, not their Hand too nice ; 
To fuch a Height with thefe is Fafliion growB, 
They feed their very Noftrils with a Spoon. 
One and but one Degree is wanting yet, 
To make our {eniele& Luxury compleat ; 
Some choice Regale, ufclefs aa. Snu f F, and dear. 
Which f^all in future Times perchance appear. 
To feed the qiazy Windings of the Ear. 
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^n O D E 

To James Oglethorpe, £fq. 

In the Country. 
Written in the Tear 1728. 

1. 

ARISE, ^d ibar, ittjr tdw'ring Stidiy 
To Flights of lofty Pindar's Song, 
When (corning Laws, his Torrents roU 

Their Dithytambick Tide along : 
No Fall like Icarus, I fear. 

Who daj'd with artful Pinions fly ; 
Me ftronger Nature fliall up-bear, 
Nor follower, but a Rival, I. 
H. 
Tho' loi^ exdiift Aiiollo's R^, 
And loft ill AoaNi^i'e's Stttam, 
Nature, die &me in ev ry Age, 

Still fliines my unexhaufled Theme ; 
Whether her Favour deign to croWn 

Some darling' Son' with Wit refiti'd; 
Or Wifdbm fliow'r, and Virtud, down, 
lliofe Glories of the human Mirid ! 

X 2 III. Or 
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m. 

Or eUe her Pencil flie prepare ^ . 

For Spring's returning Scene, • 
To paint inimitably fair 

Tlie Fields with living Green : 
Her gaudy Bow aloft to Iptead, 

When Clouds their Ttealure pout ; 
^ Or Earth embroider, for our Tread, 

With Beauties of the Flow'r. 
I. 
Wifely fiom finoke and Noife remov'd. 

Each Mom you view,_jvith ravifh'd Ey^ 
The Country fweet, by Poets l<)v'd, ' 

Which Fancy mufl to Me fiippty. 
On Breezes vernal Odours floaty 

The Dew-drops gUtter on the Spray, ' 
The feather'd Soi^flers fwell their Note, 

And the Sun finiles, and You ate gay. 

n. 

Senates, fiipieme on Earth, we fee. 

Bid new-built Temples threat the Skies ; 

White-hall itfelf, at their Decree, 
Improv'd nvight {rota its Afhes rife. 
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But &.y, would all their Art and Care 

One fingle Vegetable fliow ? 
With Cowflips' Scent perfume the Air, 

Or teach the Haw-thom how to blow ? 

ra. 

Did Fortune anAver to my Mind, 

My Wilhes to my Love, 
No need of Invitations kind 

To lead me to the Grove, 
Where Nature's Works I might admire 

tree from the CSty's Crowd, 
And {com the Art of Man retire.. 

To view the Art of God.. 
I. 
Vaft Navies, built by human Skill;. 

The Pilot's wond'rous Art obeyj 
The Oak defats its native Hill, 

O'er Ocean's liquid World to ftiay : 
Yet vain the Ship-wright's boafted Pridci, 

The Chart pr Compafi nought avails,. 
If Nature joins not with, her Tide, 

Nor lends Affiftance with her Gales.. 

n. FroBVi 
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II, 

From Pole to Pole our Squadrons go, 

Excelling imtient Fables fer. 
Of Argo, when a Sbip below. 

Or when exalted to a Star : 
Preferv'd front Rocks dnd Storms iiv vain. 

Laden with WeAlv or Fame they come, 
Should erring Coun&llot» ordajn, ' 

They fuffer Shipwrack here at Home. 
■ IIL 

Them Virtue rife* to do^iid'. 

In Ipite of Numbm bel<^ 
See Avarice a-whilB fli^ndi 

Its wonted Third of Gold I 
What Pride or Fraud tnay have defi^'d, 

See ReafoO' over-bear I 
And Fleets a Pbre of Safety^ find; 

If O^LETTfoRPE is there. - 

r. 

The P5<ju8) gtateful Diity owes 

To the dear Eand, where He was bom ; 

A glorious Dfebt I which Nature knows 
With faireft Intereft to return. 
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He merits firft his Country's Praife, 

Who fleers her Helm through Danger on, 
And he deferves the fecond Place, 

Who guards her Safety with a Son. 
II. 
'Twas thus the Father of my Friend 

Wifely fecur'd a kiting Fame, 
Beyond the Reach of Death t' extend 

His publick and domeftick Name. 
'Tis fingle, 'tis imperfeS Light, 

The World from Worth unwedded fhaies. 
He only ihines compleatly bright 

Who leaves his Virtues to his Heirs. 

ni. 

oh thus too may his Ofispting hafte. 

His Glory to improve. 
And, fir'd by Love to B r i T a i N, tafle 

The BUfi of private Love I 
With Joy his Summons I attend. 

And fly with Ipeed away ; 
Let but the Patriot ciHidcfesnd' 

To fix his Marri^e-Day. 

E P l- 
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EPIGRAM. 

From the Greek. 

ON Stigian Banks, Diogenes the Wife 
Burfts into Laughter when he Crssus Jpies ; 
And thus belpeaks, in duead-bare Cloak and old. 
The Monarch famous for his gadier'd Gold : 
I, nothing leaving, all to Charon bear; 
Thou, CRoesus, rich on Earth, haft nothing here. 

On the foregoing £ p i G R a Af . 

THE Lydian Prince is blam'd for Wealth alone, 
Tho' greater in his Virtues than his Throne : 
The Cynick Churl is prais'd, of Fame iecuie, 
Tho' void of ev'ry Grace, but being poor : 
Nor wonder whence this partial Judgment fprings, 
Such Crowds are envious, and fo few are Kings. 
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To a Friend) on his Marriage.' 

WHether in Lyric k I Should foar. 
In Honour of the married Station, 
Or elfe my Stile to Doggrel low'r, 

Has coft me much Confideration ; 
The Theme for lofty Verfe might do, 
But Mirth would better fuit with You. 

n. 

He that, to Love and Virme true, 

His firft Affeflion fcora'd to vary, 
With Mitres would have nought to do, 

But m/o cry'd epifcopari. 
In eameft might demand my Lays, 
And merit Serioufnefi of Praife. 

ni. 

But when upon Your Face I think. 

So plump, (o waggifli, and fo merry. 
My lofty Strains begin to fink. 

And Pindar dwindles to Domm-derry .• 
Then Doggrel I efteem the bell, 
And Serioufnefc would be a Jeft. 

V IV. Let 
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IV. 
Let both then meet, for we may find> 

Looking through Nature univerfal^ 
Eameft and Jeft together twin'd ; 

So Mr. Bayes in the Rehearsal 
To ferious Bus'nefs would advance. 
Agreed, — but firft let's have a Dance. 

V. 
So now to Bus'nefs we 611 in, 

How You of BUfi may keep poffeflion ; 
Left when I end, I but begin. 

And all my Subjeft be Digreffion, 
Three Words comprife the whole fey I, 
Love, Common-Senfe, and Piety. 

VI. 
May you ne'er want a Court to fee. 

Nor Prelate Benefices giving, 
But happy long enjoy like Me 

A Livelihood, if not a Living : 
So may You truly prove more great 
And rich, than moft of Your EftatCi 

VII. la 
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vn. 

In Glo'ster-shire no Eden plan, 
Nor fret at Croffes light or conunon ; 

Remember ev'iy Man is Man, 
And ev'rjr Woman is a Woman ! 

And who PerfeSion here below 

Should look for, which they cannot (how ? 

vm. 

Time changes Thought, Til tell You that, 

For all things is a Sealbn fitting ; 
Thus what is graver than a Cat ? 

And what is merrier than a Kitten ? 
Yet Cats tho' old with young ones play. 
And pat and pur when they are gray. 

IX. 
Long may You live in Health and Eafe, 

While Balm of Love each 111 affuages ; 
And Children dutiful increaie. 

Your Youths reviving in Your Ages. 
With fpotlefi Virtue let them fliine. 
And foften Life in its Decline. 

Y 2 X. May 



yGoogle 



172 POEMS. 

X. 
May Death late dofe Your aged Eyes, 

Your plighted Hands afunder rending j 
Like a juft Moral good and wife, 

A pleafing well-drawn Fable ending ; 
Your Deaths be as Your Life-time Ipent, 
Ealy and calm and innocent. 

The MONUMENT. 
Pofi Funera Virtus. 

AMonfter, in a Courie of Vice grown old. 
Leaves to his gaping Heir his ill-gain'd Gold ; 
Straight breathes his Buft, ftraight are his Virtues fliown,, 
Their Date commencing with the fculptur'd Stone. 
If on his fpecious Marble we rely, 
Pity a Worth like His fliould evrer die W 
If Credit to his real Life we give. 
Pity a Wretch like Him fliould ever live I 
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PRISONS OPEN'D 

A POEM, occafioned by the 

Glorious Proceedings of the Committee of 
the House of Commons, appointed to en- 
quire into the State of the GOALS of this 
Kingdom, in the Year 1728. 



Pacilis defcenfus Avemi ; 

NoBes atque dies patet alri janua Ditis : 

Sed revocare gradum, Superafque evadere ad auras. 

Hoc opus, iic labor ejt. Pauci quos aquus amavit 

'Jupiter, aut ardens evexit ad athera virtus, 

Diis geniti, potuere. Virg. 
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Sir Archibald Grant, Bar. 
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Edward Vernon, Efq. 
John Campbel, Efq. 
Rdgers Holland, Efq. 
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LET Arms and Warriois other Poets fire, 
Or Love's fweet Angqifli tune the fofter Lyre ; 
I fing of Pris'ners freed, and Guilt purfu'd 
With gen'rous Ardour by the Great and Good. 
O Thou from whom that gen'rous Ardour came, 
(A Heat far nobler than Poetick Flame,) 
Father of Goodnefs I hear, and teach my Lays 
That beft that darling Attribute to praife ; 
Make lift'ning Crowds deleft tyranmck Wrong, 
And learn, the Love of Mercy from my Song ; 
Make Patriots' Fame with faiieft Luflxe Ihine, 
And raife their Glory, by exalting Thine. 

What various Paths unhappy Mortals tread, 
Which down to Dungeons and to Tortures lead I 
In Goal a few fecure their ill-got Store, 
By Vices many fall, by Folly mote. 
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The flatter'd Heir in fliort-liv'd Pomp behold 

How flufli'd witli Youth, and Wine, and Love, and Gold ! 

All Arts all Baits unnumber'd Tempters try, 

Friendfliip's endearing Form, and Beauty's Eye. 

Manors are loft, tho' petty Stakes are won. 

And garter'd Sharpers ui^ his Ruin on. 

By Pity fome, a glorious Fault I have fail'd, 

A Friend fupported, or a Father bail'd : 

Some perifli void of Error and Offence, 

Caft headlong by refiftlefi Providence : 

Orphans who Frauds of Guardians cannot fliun. 

Clients by legal Labyrinths undone : 

The Trader ftriiftly juft, yet overthrown 

By others Crimes, and Loilb not his own. 

Nor more Redrefi the breaking Merchant finds 

From Spanish Seifures, than from adverfe Winds. 

Lo ! countlefs Swarms the dire Abode receives, 

Thick as in Autumn drop the faplefs Leaves, 

Whom State Deceit and South-sea Plunder drain'd. 

Which like a gen'ral Deluge fwept the Land : 

Whom PubUck Faith could no ProteSion lend. 

Seeming, and only feeming, to defend. 

When 



yGoogle 



P O E M & 177 

when Wretches, ftripp'd of Fortune's Gifts, repair 
To the dark Dome of temporal Delpair, 
Faft by the Frifon Gates with fleeplefi Eyes 
Sits griping never-fated Avarice ; 
To him th' Admitted fine for being poor. 
And ope with Gold th' inhofpitable Door ; 
Compell'd, fince Laws and Goalers fb ordain. 
To pay for Mifery, and to bribe for Pain : 
To gain th' Afylum of the Fleet they flrive. 
The Privilege to be entomb'd aUve. 
So, as the Pagan &bling Poets tell. 
Was Charon fee'd for wafting Souls to Hell : 
To pals the Lake thick-thronging Ghofls defire. 
To Torments moft condemn'd, and penal Fire ; 
As if Alecto's Snakes they long'd to feel, 
Or TiTYus' Vulture, or Ixion's Wheel. 

The Goal, (fad Emblem of flagitious Times, 
Revenging Virtues, and rewarding Crimes,) 
Sees only Villains thrive, by Ruin great. 
Who owe to Guilt the Splendour of their State ; 
Who plac'd by Fraud and Wealth from Juftice free. 
In Eafe or Pomp, enjoy Captivity. 

Z Who 
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who fiire Bfcape by maSy Gold can force, 

While Wardens fhare the Wealth of Creditors. 

Or thofe who bafely join t' affli<a the Good, 

Comrades of Theft, and Inftruments of Blood ; 

Whole welKfeigny Worth the Merchant's Truft deceives, 

And flocks with monthly Spoils the Den of Thieves ; 

Who, as Superiors didate, Witnefi bear, 

To Riot, Murder, nay to Ttealbn fwear ; 

Who Aid to worft Barbarities afibrd, 

Relentlefi Hell-hounds worthy of their Lord ; 

Who Drink to burning Fever's Thirft deny. 

And fee the Familh'd fwoon with ftony Eye ; 

Permit not Pris'ners e'en on Alms to feed. 

But Ihatch from flarving Mouths the fcanty Bread. 

Theft, theft alone, fiom H ns met Regard, 

And theft the Favours of a B ge Ihar'd j 

While Wrath avoidlefs fell on all befide,. 

With utmoft Fury of defpotick Pride. 

So fem'd ProcrustSs old, (if Bards may dare 

A lefi with greater Tyrants to compare,) 

Offen his formidable Bed to all. 

And racks the dwarfifli Gueft, and lops the tall 

Thofe 
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Thofe only from the Couch unhurt arife, 
Whofe Stature anfwers to the Robber's Size. 

The Fleet's ftern King, circled with Guards like thefe, 
Each helplels Subjeft robs, and ftrips, and fleas ; 
Incarnate Fiends ftw torturing Shackles call, 
Except the Captive yields them — mote than all : 
In Prifon within Prilbn ftak'd he lies. 
And Keepers under Keepers tyranize. 
With we^hty Fetters gall'd the SulFreis groan. 
Or clofe-fcru'd Rivets crack the folid Bone : 
Their only Bed dank Earth unpav'd and bare, 
Their only Cov'ring is the Chains they wear. 
Debar'd from chearful Morn, and human Sight, 
In lonely reftlefi and enduring Night. 
The fttoi^eft Health unfinew'd by Difeale, 
And Famine wafting Life by flow degrees : 
Piece-meal alive they rot, long doom'd to bear 
The peftilential foulimprifon'd Air : 
Unlefi the friendly Fumes on Reaibn prey, 
And kind DiftraSion take their Senfe away. 
But each black View of horrible Refiraint, 
. What Verfe can number, and what Pencil paint ? 

Z 2 Dire 
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Dire Scenes ! which H ns and his B ge know, 

Where ghaftly SpeSres utter Tales of Woe ! 

As if the Pris'ners were condemn'd to dwell 

With Pains, with Darknefs, and with Fiends of Hell. 

No Cnalleft Glimpfe of diftant Hc^ they fee. 

Oh I loweft Depth of human Mifery I 

When wifti'd-for Death's Approach fhews Quiet nigh, 

The Soul juft flutt'ring is forbid to fly : 

Then leeming kind, the cuift Tormentors ftrive 

To keep departing Anguifh ftill alive. 

So when the Long-rob'd Murderers of R o m e, 

Inquilitors, a Wretch to Tortures doom, 

They heal the Limbs, which can no more endure, 

Lels cruel when they rack, than when they cure ; 

That Nature fpent. Recruits of Strength may gaia 

For frefh Diftortion, and repeated Pain. 

When wild Deipair, impatient of its Woes, 

By fond Self-Murder would fubom Repofe ; 

A Life deftroy'd unmov'd the Keeper fees. 

And only mourns his Lofs of Bribes and Fees. 

Here, tho* his barb'rous Rigours find an End, 

Farther wiU pow'rfiil Avarice extend j 

Like 
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Like the Grand Turk, he pleafes to declare 
Himlelf, of all that die, the gen'ral Heir : 
What ev'ry Vai61 leaves, he fpeaks his own, 
But yields no Portion to the Wife or Son. 
No Plaints can reach the Ck)urts, or timely Art 
Prevents their finking to the Hearer's Heart 
Had not a Price in fpotlefi Glory fliin'd, 
Our Juftice had been deaf as well as blind : 
No Laws, no Priviledge Redrels could give, 
Nor Subjefls' Right, nor King's Prerogative ; 
Not A.&S of Grace, 'till Heav'n's appointed Hour 
To dart juft Vengeance on tyrannick Pow'r : 

Not God's Vic^erents broke the Iron Chain, 

Ev'n Anne herfelf was merciful in vain ; 

Not fov'reign Smiles the Prifon Gates unfold, 

Without large Tributes of extorted Gold. 

So Purgatory's Realm the Pope obeys, 

The Founder He, and Warden of the Hace I 

There Souls are feign'd fierce Flames to undergo, 

Intenfe, as everlafting Burnings glow ; 

Tho' Christ had clear'd their Guilt, they long remain 

Paidon'd and Pris'ners to infernal Pain ; 

No 
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No charitable PontifF turns the Keys, 

'Till prieftly Coalers have fecur'd their Fees. 

Is ours the Land where Peace and Freedom finile I 

What wrathful Influence curft our Age and Me, 

Monflers of boundlefi Avarice to fee, 

Unblufliii^ Fraud, unlated Cruelty I 

Here B ge breaths as yet the vital Air I 

Here partial Creat ones confdous H ns fpaie I 

Yet Britain ceafe thy Captives' Woes to mourn, 

To break their Chains, fee Oglkthorpe was bom I 

Vernon, whofc fteady Truth no Threats can bend I 

And Hughes, the Sailor's never-failing Friend I 

Towers, whofc rich Youth can Eafe and Pleafure &y, 

AndPERcivAL, renown'd for Hety I 

CoRNEWALL to aid the Friendlefs never flow, 

Whofe gen'rous Breaft ftill melts at others' Woe I 

Thefe dare the Tyrants long fecure oppofe ; "^ 

Thus gracious Heav'n its Benefits beftows, > 

The Antidote is found there where the Poifon grows. J 

Thefe, and the refl for ardent Goodnefi fiim'd, 
Unnam'd, tho' greatly w<Mthy to be nam'd. 

Who 
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Who feek to merit Praife, but not receive ; , 

May thofe I name as eafily forgive I 

Who fear not to relieve th' AffliSed, rife 

Girt with falfe Friends, and real Enemies. 

Numbers at firft with Scorn their Fervour view. 

And fmile in fecret at the aSive few. 

Faint-hearted or defignii^ Murmurs found, 

And whi^)er '7>s impfjibU around : 

And Craft, by publick Clamours overborn. 

When Tides of Juftice grew too ftrong to turn, 

Boafted its Aim by fpecious vain Pretence 

T' elude their Strength, and mock their Diligence. • 

Short Boaft I all Dangers to their Courage bow. 

And where appears the vaunted Cunning now ? 

So was Alcides font to dang'ious War, 

(If falfe with real Labours we compare.) 

The dreaded Youth that Monftets might devour. 

Thus fly EuRYSTHEUs us'd hb fatal Pow'r ; 

But faw with Conqueft crown'd the gallant Boy, 

And rais'd the Fame he purpos'd to deftroy. 

The glorious Few, by bounteous Heav'n ordain'd; 
To loofe the Fetters of a Natioa chain'd. 
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Urge their appointed T<m1 with utmoft Speed, 

Almoft proportdon'd to the Wretches" Need : 

No By-defign retards the deftin'd Race, 

They plead no ftated Bulinefs of a Place ; 

No Thoughts of meaner Ends their Souls detain, 

Of foothing Pleafure, or of fordid Gain : 

Soon as the Fleet receives each welcome Gueft, 

Joy long-forgotten cheers the fainteft Breaft ; 

Pain at their Piefence ftcips the riling Sigh, 

And languid Famine c^ies her hollow Eye ; 

Horror flies thence, They once appearing there. 

And the worft Torment of the Goal, Despair. 

So at th' Almighty's Nod, with rapid Wings, 

Forth from the Throne a Guardian Angel ^nings. 

Through Space immenfe, quick as the Morning Ray, 

To fiiccour Earth diftiefi'd he flioots away ; 

Bids Peter rife, from Bonds and Keepers free. 

And looks the Pris'ner into Liberty. 

Fear'd, honour'd, lov'd, long may the Patriots ftand. 
Support and Honour of their native Land I 
Warm without Rage, without Vain-glory brave. 
Firm to proteft, and obftinate to fave I 

Whonn 
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whom no falfe Scents deceive, no Searches tire ; 

Refiftlels tx> revenge, as to enquire ! 

He who for injur'd Right dares ftrongly plead. 

The Prifoners' Council, eameft tho' unfeed : 

To guard the Weak, who fcorns the Mighty's Frown, 

Delpifing no Man's Danger, but his own : 

In Camps his Courage as in Senates try'd, 

Daunts with fevere RebuiF the Sons of Pride. 

Oh that his Soul with healthier Limbs were join'd, 

A Body lefs unequal to his Mind I 

He, who to Ho — ns' Crimes eternal Foe, 

When wav'ring Numbers would Connivance fliow, 

Shall ill-got Wealth fecure the Robber? cry'd j 

And fii^ly ftedfaft, tum'd the rapid Tide: 

'Till Impudence itfelf afliam'd, gave way. 

And Bribery yielded, blufliing to gainfiy. 

The Man, who wifely ftudious not to lofe 

His Heav'n, the only Intereft he puriues. 

Points to his Offspring the celeftial way ; 

Who hundreds feafted on that happy Day, 

Which &w from conquer'd Death the Saviour rife ; 

Alms giv'n for Ch r i s t, accepted Sacrifice ! 

A a The 
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The Man who txril'd, the vicious Poor t' amend. 
Foe to Intemperance, as to Need a Friend ; 
To punifli itarving Sots, oitr Nation's Shame, 
And Ciatch the Firebrands from the liquid Flame ; 
To 6ve them from the Snare of low Eftate, 
And raife their Minds, but not intoxicate : 
The Youth, whofe dextrous and impartial Skill, 
As dihgent in Good, as Knaves in HI, 
Unfolds the knotty Mazes of the Laws, 
And ftrialjr feithfiil to the righteous Caufe, 
Bafflles each <^rk, eadi Subterfuge of Wrong, 
Of Lawyers' double Heart and double Tongue. 
And He, who, cautious left defign'd Delay 
For Guilt's Efc^ Ihould yield an eafy Way, 
Obtain'd Augusta's Civil Posveis' Decree, 
That Law for once might fide with Equity ; 
Full Space for juft acciding might allow, 

Nor Teadier H ns leave his Scholar now. 

And others, tho' unmention'd, not unknown,. 
Who juftly glory in their Condud: fhown ; 
Who ftand each %ock, each Stratagem defeat, 
Superior to the Bribe and to the Threat j, 
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And H Ns half his Thoufands well might fpare, 

Could half his Thoufands make a Coward there. 

Yet nobleft Ads as Fury fome efteem. 
For what fo good but Satan can blalpheme ? 
'Tis Fury all, to dry the Captive's Tears, 
To heal his Sicknefi, and prevent his Fears : 
Fury I for Orphans' Diligence t' employ, 
And make the mournful Widow weep for Joy : 
Fury I the Wrongs paft Sufferance to redrefi. 
While Crowds tranlported their Deliv'rers blels : 
Fury I the Poor and Friendlefs to regard. 
Without mean Prolpefl: of a bafe Reward ; 
Life, Freedom, Health, and Gladnefi to beftow, 
The only Fury Statefinen never know. 

When Villains firft beheld the Tempeft lour. 
They fiieer'd, and trufled to the Screen of Pow'r ; 
Numbers t' avoid the dire JExample bent. 
Left righteous Vengeance grow to Precedent ; 
And Gifts, which fierceft Anger oft appeafe. 
And fecret Friends, and fecret Services : 
No Pangs of Confcience flruck the harden'd Mind, 
To God's Right-hand and heav'nly Juftice blind. 

A a 2 But 
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But whea their boafted Engines nought avail'd, 
And Gold itfelf, oppos'd by Virtue, fail'd ; 
Sudden, Alas I their groundlefs Quiet flies, 
Unufual Doubts, and fatal Bodings rile. 
Left Wrath divine might flagrant Guilt purlue, 
And who fubom lalfe Witnefs die by true. 
Ck)nlcious of ill-us'd Pow'r, and publick Hate, 
Then other Tyrants fear'd approaching Fate ; 
An univerfal Groan the Prilbns gave, 
And Newgate trembled thro" her inmoft Cave, 
Left farther Searches ferther CrinKs reveal. 
Which Arts infernal labour to conceal ; 
Left Pity's Eye thofe Regions Ihould explore 
Where Beams of Mercy never reach'd before ; 
Unwelcome Light on darkeft Dungeons throw. 
And ev'ry latent Depth of Horror fliow. 
Soj as inventive H o m e r's Fiflion taught, 
Earth-fliaking Neptdne for the Grecians fought y 
The folid Ground quak'd to the Centre down. 
The King of Shades leap'd frighted from his Throne, 
Left Earth fliould cleave, and Hell appear in Light, 
Dilplay'd to mortal and immortal Sight r 

Drear 



yGoogle 



P O EM S. 189 

Dtear dreadfal Realms, rul'd by a Tyrant Lord, 
By Man detefted, and by Heav'n abhor'd ! 

Here real Pow'r Divine its Pleafure fliows, 
And God's Right-hand what Mortal can oppofe I 
Or aw'd by Mercy iffuing from the Throne, 
Or borne by popular Compaffion down, 
The wordy Fool, renown'd for Flourifli long, 
Sulpends th' unmeaning Torrent of his Tongue ; 
The Friend to Knav'ry plays a pubUck Part, 
His Head o'er-bearing his corrupted Heart ; 
Compell'd his darling Int'reft to dilcard. 
And Ipeed the Motion he would fein retard : 
The felf-admiring Politician joins, 
Spight of his open Mocks and fecret Mines, 
Forc'd, tho' reluflant, to diflemble Good, 
And fliare the Aflion he in vain withftood. 
So, when fiom Heav'n increas'd by Hidden Show'rs, 
The Stream fwift-rolling down the Mountain pours, 
A Tree's declining Trunk, which Years divide 
Half from its rooted Strength, obftruas the Tide, 
The rapid Courfe unable long to bar, 
Or ftem the Violence of the wat'ry War,. 
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It yields, by Mother Earth fuftain'd no more, 
And fwells the Torrent which it ftopp'd before. 

Proceed, difinterefted Few, proceed ; 
Heal ev'ry Wound, and fiiccour ev'ry Need : 
Let all Britannia's Mifery be redreft. 
Cite ev'ry Tyrant to the righteous Teft ; 
The Teft which Innocence can never fear. 
Candid tho' ftrifl, impartial tho' fevete. 
No artful Guefles there to Proofs advance, 
Help'd by dark dubious diflant Circumftance : 
Nor Bribes, nor Threats, nor hinting Prompters ther^ 
Inform the wav'ring Witnefi how to fwear. 
Go on I let none your ardent Zeal withftand. 
And (how'r diffiifive Mercies o'er the Land ; 
That Heav'n by You may blefs our happy Me, 
And e'en the Tradefman and the Merchant fmile ; 
While Crowds unchain'd Your Fame with Shouts declare, 
Reftor'd to vital Light, and vital Air. 
So fudden this Deliv'rance which they meet, 
Their Grief fo hopelefi, and their Joy fo great. 
Scarce to the Change they yet can Credit give. 
Scarce are they yet perfuaded that they live I 

So 
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So when th' Archangel gives the feted Sign, 

( If Human Joys we lilcen to Divine ) 

The Summons univerfal Nature heara. 

Nor pleads Prefcription of fix thoufand Years ; 

Not everlafting HiUs their Dead retain, 

Not deep Abyffes of th' unfethom'd Main ; 

The fleeping Saints look up with joyftil Eyes, 

And quick'ning at the fecned Trump, arife j 

Their Pains all pafs'd, dieir Tranfport to fucceed, -S 

Immortal Lives in endlefi Bloom they lead, > 

FromDeath's tytannick Chain, and Earth's dark Prilbn freed. J 



.&IX 
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An E P I G R A [M, 

Ott the Death of a Phtsician, 

From tie Gkhrx. ^Theosebia. 

TWICE, when Hippocrates and Galen dy'd. 
The Art of Physick, mourning, tore her Hairj 
Now weeps in Marble at Ablabius' Side^ 

Aiham'd with Mortals longer to appear. 



On the Death of Dr. F r e i n p. 

From tie former. 

WHEN Radclijpfe fell, affiled Physick crjr'd. 
How vain my Pow'r ! and languifti'd at his Side. 
When Freind expir'd, deep-ftruck, her Hair She tore. 
And ipeechlefi feinted, and reviv'd no more. 
Her flowing Grief no farther could extend. 
She mourns with Radcliffe, but She dies with Freind. 
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A WEDDING-SONG. 

Ut ameris, amatilis ejio. 

I. 

SE E the fpringing Dajr fiom for, 
Uflier'd by the Moming-Star I 

Hear the Lark with upward Wing 

Meeting Dawn, het Carol fing I 

See the Sun in EaAem Skies 

Joyous as a Bridegroom rife t 

Wake, my Dear, and come away. 

Smiling, greet the happy Day, 

Ne'er was yet thy lovely Breaft 

Idly flow to my Requeft ; 

Now begin not to delay. 

Dear, awake, and come away : 

Join thy pUghted Hand, and join 

Firft thine Oraiibns with mine. 
Show'r thine Influence from on high. 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love ! 

B b n. If 
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n. 

If e'er thy forming Hand has giv'n 

Woman, lateft Work of Heav'n, 
With fecial dear domeftick Joys, 

Height'ning lonely Paradife ; 
If e'er thy kind paternal Care 

Join'd and blefi'd the wedded Pair, 
In Ipotlels Bonds otdain'd to be 

Emblems of thy Chvirch and Thee j 
If e'er thy mightier Love decreed 

Life from Jesu, Woman's Seed, 
The Lofs of Eden to retrieve. 

Sprung from Maby, Second Ev& ; 
If e'er thy Word has endlefs Reft 

Shadow'd by the Nuptial Feafi ; 
Heav'n, our laft Wifli and fartheft Aim, 

Myftick Marriage of the Lamb I 
Show'r thine Influence from on high. 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love I 

ni. Quit 
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III. 

Quit not thine Olympick Snows, 

Juno, guarding Marriage Vows : 

Venus, fleep in Ida's Grove, 

Laughing Sea-bom Queen of Love I 

Cupid, banifli'd hence awajr, 

Idle Cupid, with her ftay : 

Here nor Hymen ihall prefide, 

Clafp'd in Mantle Saflron-dy'd ; 

Wanton Graces dance, nor Houn 

Scatter Odours, Leaves and Flow'is, 

Twift the blooming Wreath, nor fpread 

Rofe and Myrtle where we tread : 

All unfeign'd and real be, 

Truth, tranfcending Poetry. 
Show'r thine Influence from on h^h. 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love I 

B b 2 IV. Ye 
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IV. 

Ye Virgins haAe, my Bride prepare, 

Drefs be now the Dear-one's Care ; 
Well-fuited, unaffeifted, free, 

Worthy Her, and worthy Me : j 
Nor poorly mean, nor coftly vain. 

Neat, and elegant, and plain. 
Her Ornaments are Toys no more ; 

Love's engaging chymick Pow'r, 
Like Midas fabled King of old. 

Touches all things into Gold. 
The Fair that unadom'd can pleaie,. 

Shines yet lovelier in her Drefi ; 
Still wifely careful to remove 

Slighteft Hindrances of Love : 
For nought that Love concerns is fmall,. 

All's important, fblemn all. 
Show'r thine Influence from on high, 
Author of the Nuptial Tye -^ 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love ! 



V. Ope 
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V. 

Ope the ho(pitable Gate, 

Ope for Friendfliip, not for State, 

Friends well-chofen enter here. 

Equal, affable, fincere ; 

Cheap-bought Plenty, artlefi Store 

Feed the Rich, and fill the Poor ; 

Converfe cheer the fprightly Gueft, 

Cordial Welcome ciowa the Feaft ; 

Eafy Wit with Candour fiaught. 

Laughter genuine and unfought ; 

Jeft from double Meaning bee, 

Blamelefs, harmlefs Jollity ; 

Mirth, that no repenting Gloom 

Treafures. for our Years to come. 
Show'r thine Influence fiom on high, 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love 1. 

VL May 



yGoogle 



ipS POEMS. 

VI. 

May focial Life, fo well begun. 

Glide with equal Tenor on : 
May timely Fruit our Blife improve. 

Children, deareft Bonds of Love I 
The darling Boy, the Daughter fair, 

Objefls of delightful Care I 
Rejoic'd, while oft the Babes we fee 

Sportive clafp their Mother's Knee ; 
And oft fix)m lilping Prattle find 

Reafoh op'ning in their Mind j 
While foothing Hopes our Hearts prefage 

Pleafures of our middle Age : 
'Till rightly taught, the riiirig Brood, 

Healthy, happy, wife, and good. 
Fulfill our Hopes, and pay our Cares, 

Glory of our hoary Hairs I 
Show'r thine Influence from on high. 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love ! 



VII. Give 
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VII. 

Give, oh give our Days to blefi, 

Virtue, Source of Happineis I 

Prudence, ftifling Infant-Strife ; 

Friendship, Remedy of Life ; 

Truft, in mutual Faith fecure ; 

Tranlj)ort generous and pure. 

Sparkling from the Soul within, 

Never boafted, always feen : 

Kind, while each their Care employs 

.Griefs to part, and double Joys, 

Joys to Libertines unknown, 

Fruits of Wedlock Truth alone ; 

Joys that Angels may approve. 

All the Dignity of Love ! 
Show'r thine Influence from on high. 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love ! 

Vni. When 
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vni. 

when late the Summons from above 

Parti the Life, but not the Love, 
Refign'd and calm may She or I 

Teach Survivors how to die ; 
Be free from Sin's polluting Stain, 

Void of Fear, and void of Pain I 
For tedious Years may neitho' moan. 

Sad, deferted, and alone ; 
May neither, long condemn'd to ftay. 

Wait their fecond Bridal Day. 
Grant us, oh grant. Almighty Pow'r I 

Soon to meet, and part no more, 
In Heav'n, where Love and Joys are known 

Only purer than our own : 
Heav'n I our laft Wi(h and ftrtheft Aim, 

Myftick Marriage of the Lamb I 
Sliow'r thine Influence from on high. 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love ! 
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The C B L E R: 

A TALE. 

YOUR Sage and Moralift can fliow 
Many Misfortunes here below, 
A Truth which no one ever mife'd, 
Tho' neither Sage nor Moralift : 
Yet, all the Troubles notwithftanding, 
Which Fate or Fortune has a hand in. 
Fools to themlelves will more create, 
In Ipite of Fortune and of Fate. 
Thus oft are "dreaming Wretches feen, 
Tortur'd with Vapours, and with ^leen ; 
Tiansform'd (at leaft in their own Eyes) 
To Glafe, or China, or Goofe-Pies. 
Others will to themfelves appear 
Stone-dead, as Will, the Conqueror; 
And all the World in vain might ftrive 
To fcce them down, that they're ahve. 
Unlucky Males with Child will groan. 
And forcly dread their lying down ; 

C c ' As 
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As fearing, that to eafe their Pain, 
May puzzle DoSor Chamberlain. 
Imaginary Evils flow, 
Merely for want of real Woe ; 
And when prevailing Whimfies rife, 
As monftrous wild Abfurdities 
Are, ev'ry Hour, and ev'ry Minute, 
Found without Bedlam, as within it : 
Which if you farther would have fliown, . 
And Lei&re have to read, — read on. 

There liv'd a Gentleman, pofleft 
Of all that Mortals reckon beft : 
A Seat well-chc& in wholefome Air, 
With Gardens and with Profpefis fair : 
His Land from Debt and Jointure fire^ 
His Money, never in South-Sea : 
His Health of Body firm and good, 
Tho' paft the Hey-day in his Blood r 
His Confort &ir, and good, and kind j 
His Children rifing to his Mind : 
His Friends ingenious and Cncere ; 
His Honour, nay his Confcience clear : 



He 
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He wanted nought of human Blifi, 
But Pow'r to taile his Happineis. 

Too near, alas I this Great Man's Hall 
A merry Cobler had a Stall ; 
An arch old Wag as e'er you knew, 
With Breeches red and Jerkin blue ; 
Chearful at Working, as at Play, 
He fung and whiffled Life away : 
When rifing Morning glads the Sky, 
Clear as the merry Lark, and high ; 
When Evening Shades the LancUkip veil. 
Late vrarbling as the Nightingale. 
Tho' Pence came flow, and Trade was ill, 
Yet ftill he fung and whiffled ffill ; 
Tho' patch'd his Garb, and coarfe his Fare, 
He laugh'd, and caft away old Care. 

The rich Man view'd with Difcontent 
His tatter'd Neighbour's Merriment, 
With Envy grudg'd, and pin'd to fee 
A Be^ar pleafanter than He ; 
And, by degrees, to hate began 
Th' intolerable happy Man, 

Co 2 Who 
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who haunted him, like any Sprite, 
From Mom to Eve, by Day and Night 
It chanc'd, when once in Bed he lay. 
When Dreams are true, at Break of Day,^ 
He heard the Cobler at his Sport, 
Amidft his Mufick (topping ihort : 
Whether his Morning Draught he took. 
Or warming Whiff of wonted Smoke, 
The 'Squire fulpeSed, bemg flirewd, 
This Silence boded him no good ; 
And, 'caufe he nothing faw hot heard^ 
A Machi^viUan Plot he fear'd. 
Strait Circumftances crowded plaiii' 
To vex and plague his jealous Biainr 
Trembling in patmick Dread he hes. 
With gaping Moutli and flaring Eyes ; 
And flraining wiftful both his Ears, 
He foon perfuades himfelf he hears 
One skip and caper up the Stairs; 
Sees the Door open quick, and knew 
His dreaded Foe in Red and Blue, 



Wha 
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who, with a runnii^ Jvunp, he thought, 

Leap'd plumb direflly down his Throat, 

Laden with Tackle of his Stall, 

Laft, Ends, and Hammer, Strap, and Awl t 

No Iboner down, than with a Jerk 

He fell to Mufick, and to Work. 

If much he griev'd our Don beforci 

When but o' th' outfidc of his Door, 

How forely muft he now moleft,. 

When got o' th' infide of his BteaA I 

The waking Dreamer groans and fwells,. 

And Pangs imaginary feels ;, 

Catches, and Scraps of Tunes he hearse 

For ever ringii^ in his Ears ; 

Ill-iavour'd Smells his Nofe diQ>leafe, 

Mundui^us ftrong, and rotten Cheele : 

He feels him, when he draws his Breath,, ^» 

Or tug the Leather with his Teeth ; 

Or beat the Sole, or elie extend 

His Arms to th' utmoft of his End,. 

Enough to crack, when ftretch'd fo widi;., •■■ 

The Ribs of any mortal Sidet 



yGoogle 



2o<J P O E M a 

Is there no Methcxl then to fly 
This vile inteftine Enemy ? 
What can be done in this Gnidition, 
But fending inftant for Phyfidan ? 

The Dodor, having heard the Cafe, 
Burft into Laughter in his Face ; 
Told him, he needs no more than riic, 
Open his Windows, and his Eyes, 
Whittling and ftitching there to fee 
The Cobler, as he us'd to be. 
Sir, quoth the Patient, your Pretences 
Shall ne'er perfuade me fiom my Senfes : 
How ihould I rife ? the heavy Brute 
Will hardly let me wag a Foot : 
Tho' Seeing fpr Belief may go. 
Yet Feeling is the Truth, you know : 

.^ feel hiin in my Sides I tdl ye s 
Had You a Cobler in your Belly, 
You fcarce would fleer as now you do ; 
I doubt your Guts would grumble too : 

'rftill do you laugh ? I tell you. Sir, 
I'd kick you foundly, could I ftir : 



Thou 
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Thou Quack, that never had'ft Degree 

In either Univerfity ; 

Thou meer Licentiate, without Knowledge, 

The Shame and Scandal of tie Collie : 

I'll call my Servants, if you flay ; 

So, DoSor, fcamper while you may. 

One thus dijpatch'd, a fecond came. 
Of equal Skill, and greater Fame ; 
Who fwore him mad as a March Hare, 
(For Doftors, when provok'd, will fwear). 
To drive fuch Whimfies from his Pate, 
He diag'd him to the Window fliait 
But jilting Fortune can devife 
To baffle and outwit the Wife ; 
The Cobler, e'er expoe'd to view. 
Had jufl; pull'd off his Jerkin Blue, 
Not dreaming 'twould his Neighbour hurt, ; ' .' 
To fit in Frefct in his Shirt 
Ah I quoth the Patient, with a Sigh, 
You know him not fo well as I ; 
The Man who down my Throat is run. 
Has got a true-blue Jerkin on. 
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In vain the Dodtor rav'd and tore, 
Argu'd and fretted, ftamp'd and {wore ; 
Told tim he might believe as well 
The Giant of Pantagroel 
Did oft, as break his Faft or fup. 
For poach'd Eggs fw^ow Windmills up ; 
Or that the Holland Dame could bear 
A Child, for ev'ry Day i' th' Year. 
The vapour'd Dotard, grave and fly, 
Miftook fcr Truth each rapping Lye ; 
And drew Conclufions fuch as thefe, 
Refiftlefs from the Fremiflb. 

I hope, my Friends, you'll grant me all, 
A Windmill's bigger than a Stall : 
And fince the Lady brought alive 
Children, Thrpe hundred (my five. 
Why fliould you think there is not room 
For one poor Cobler in my Womb ? 
Thus ev'ry thing his Friends could (ky 
The more confirm'd him in his way : 
Farther conyinc'd, by what they t,eU, 
'Twas certain, tho' impoflible. 



Now 
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I ■ 

Now worie and wotfe Ms piteous State. 
Was grown, and almoft defpeiate : 
Yet ftUl the utmoft bent to try. 
Without more Help he would not die: 
An old Phyfician, fly and flirewd. 
With Management of Face endu'd. 
Heard all his Tale ; and ask'd, with Care, "' 
How long the Cobler had been there ? 
Noted diftiniftly what he faid ; 
Lift up his Eyes, and fliook his Head, 
And grave acKofts him, on this Falhion, 
After mature DeUberation, 
With fcrious and important Face, 
Sir, your's is an uncommon Caie : 
Tho' I've read Galen's Latin o'er, 
I never met with it before ; 
Nor have I found the like Di&afe, 
In Stories of Hippocrates. 
Then, after a convenient Stay, 
Sir, if Prefcription you'll obey. 
My Life for your's, I'll fet you free 
From this &me two-leg'd Timpany. 

D d 'Tis 
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'Tis trae, you're gone beyond die Cure 

Of fem'd Worm-Powdet of John Moor; 

Befides, if downwards he be fent, 

I fear he'll fplit your nether Vent : 

But then your Throat, you know, is wide. 

And fcarcely clos'd, fince it was try'd ; 

The fiitie Way he got in, 'tis plain. 

There's Room to fetch him out again : 

ril bring the forked Worm away. 

Without a Dyfenteria : 

Emeticis ftiong will do the Feat, / 

If taken quantum fuffidt .* 

I'll fee my felf the proper Dofc, 

And then HypMticks to compofe. 

The Wretch, tho' langniihing and wedc,. 

Reviv'd already by the Ores K, 

Cries, What fo leam'd a Man as you 

Prefcribes, dear Doflor, I fliall do. 

The Vonrit ipeedily was got. 

The Cobler fent for to the Spot, 

And taught to manage the Deceit, 

And not his Doublet to fwget. 



But 
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But firft the Operator wife ■ ' -\ 

Over the Sight a Bandage ties : _ > 

For Vomits always ftrain the Eyes. J_ 

Courage I I'll make you difendxigue, 

Spight of his Teeth, Ih' unlucky Rogue ; 

m drench the Rafial, never fear, .^ 

And bring him upi, or drown him there. 

Warm Water dowii he makes him pour, 

'Till his ftretch'd Guts could hold no moie ; 

Which doubly IwoU'n, as you may think. 

Both with the Cobler, and the Drink, 

What they recdv'd ^ainft die Grain, 

Soon paid with Inteieft back again. 

Here comes his Tools, he can't be long 

Without his Hammer and his Thong. 

The Cobler humour'd what was ^ke. 

And gravely cany'd on the Joke ; 

As he heard nam'd each fingle Matter, 

He chuck'd it foufe into the Water ; 

And then, not to be feen at yet. 

Behind the Door made his Retreat 

Dd 2 lire 
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The fick Man now takes Breath awhile, 

Strength to recruit for ferther Toil : ti 

Unblinded he, with jt^ful Eyes, 

The Tackle floating there efpies ; 

Fully convinc d within his Mind, 

The Cobler could not ftay behind. 

Who to the Alehoufe ftill would go. 

Whene'er he wanted Work to do : \i 

Nor could he like his preient Plac^ 

He ne'er lov'd Water in his days. . 

At length he tak^ a lecond Bout, 

Enough to tuni him infide out ; ' 

With Vehemence fo foi:e he ftiains, [ 

As would We ^lit another's Brains. , 

Ay! here the Gobler. comes, Ilwearl . - ' 

And Truth it was, for he was there. 

And, hke a rude ill-manner'd Clown, 

Kick'd with his Foot the Vomit down. 

The Patient, now grown wohdroUs light, 

Whip'd off the Napkin from his Sight, 

Briskly lift up his Head, and knew 

The Breeches and the Jerkin's Hue ; 

And 
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And feiil'd to hear him grumbling 6y, 
,As down the Stairs he ran his way, 
He'd ne'er fet Foot within his Door, 
And jump down open Throats no more ; 
No ; while he liv'd, he'd ne'er again 
Run, like a Fox, down the Red Lane. 
Our Patient thus, his Inmate gone, 
Gur'd of the Crotchets in his Crown, 
Joyful his Gratitude expreffe, 
With thouiand- Thanks and hunibed Pieces r 
And thus, with much of Pains and Coft,. 
Regain'd the H»lth, he never loft. 

MORAL. 
Taught by long Mifaies, we find 
Repofe is ieated in the Mind ; 
And moft Men ibon or late have own'd,, 
'Tis there, or no where^ to be found. 
This real Wifflom timely knows. 
Without Experience of the Woes ; 
Nor needs infinitive Smart, to fee. 
That all on Earth is Vanity. 



Lofi, 
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L06, Difeppointment, PiSSon, Strife, 
Whate'er torments or troubles Lift, 
The' groundleTs, grievous in its Stay, 
'Twill lliake our Tenements of Clay, 
When paft, as nothing we efteem ; 
And Pain like Pleafure is but Dieam. 



EPIGRAM, 

From tbe Gkebk. 

THefe Cups by Pi so to ^ Friends were giv'n, 
Whofe Round prelents the concave Vault of Heav'n ; 
On this half Globe the Northern Stars appear, 
Engrav'd on that the Southern Hemilphere. 
Drink deep ; all Heav'n you'll at the Bottom fee : 
Who would not wifli to learn Aftronomy ? 



*«l^ 
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T A S T R A L. 

COLIN. THENOT. 

COLIN. 

THenot, Good-day ; fure thou art bent to thrive 
In Wealth and Wifdom, thus to rife by Five. 
THENOT; 
I rofe not, Truth to tell, to tend my Sheep ; 
Twas Love, not Thrift, that broke my Morning Sleepi- 

C O L I N. 
If Love thine Ailment if," {o fbon to riJe- 
Perhaps may make thee rich, but never wife. 

THENOT. 
And why this Scoff ? our Landlord has, they fay. 
Long woo'd, and lately wed a Lady gay ; 
And he is wife, or fure had ne'er been fent 
A Member for the Shire, to Parliament 

C O L I N. 
Yes, money'd 'Squires, that o'er the Country rule,. 
May plead their Priviledge to play the Fool ; 
Far other Thoughts fliou'd fill the. poor Man's Head "; , 
He fceks not Dainties, who is pinch'i for Bread. 

T.HENOTi 
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T H E N O T. 
If Love and Courting be forbid the Poor, 
You make the Diftance greater than before : 
None are beneath us here, and none above ; 
For all are Slaves and Sovereigns in Love. 

COLIN. 
How can he meet Relief, who courts his Fains, 
Or Freedom find, who glories in his Chains ? 
Yet to thjr Colin all thy Grief reveal ; 
We tell with Pleafure what with Pain we feel. 

T H E..U O T. ■* 
To trufly Colin I my Love unfold. 
Which to my Sweet-heart dear was never told, 
Lucy, the prettieft Maiden in the Town, 
Sweet as the Nut, tho' as the Berry brown. 

COLIN. 
Who Ipares to fpeak, to fpeed muft ever Ipare ; 
How ihall he wed, that will not woo the Fair ? 
By timely Vent the Farmer faves his Hay, 
That fmother'd clofe would kindling bum away. 



T H E N O T. 
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T H E N O T. 
The wifeft Scholars know not where to find 
Apt Words, well fuiting to a love-fick Mind : 
What Grace fliallTHENor's clowniih Speech adorn ? 
I hope her Favour, but I fear her Scorn. 

COLIN. 
Faint Heart, like thine, ne'er won a lovely Maid ; 
Speak feir, few Damfels but of Piaife are glad : 
Defpair not for a peevifli Word or Frown ; 
The blackeft Storms are' fooneft over-blown. 

T H^ NOT. 
Fridays of ev'ry Week, the Proverb fays, 
Are ftill the feireft or the fouled Days : 
Like Fridays' Skies will faithful Paffion prove ; 
For in our youthful Prime, our Days of Love, 
Bleft in extremes, or in'extremes are curft. 
Of all moil happy, or of all the worfl. 

COLIN. 
He reaps in Harveft who in Seed-time lows ; 
Who flights the prickly Thorn, Ihall gain the Rofe ; 
Who flies Difdain, fliould never Kindnefi meet ; 
Who fliuns the four, fliould never tafte the fweet 

E e THE NOT. 
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T H E N T. 
I'm us'd to toil, nor labour fti»ll b« fpw'd j 
Rich are the Wages, tho' the Work is hard. 
To tell how rich, oh wh^t {hall Themot &y I 
Sweet is the riling, and the p^ng Day, 
The Fruits of August, and the Flow'ts of May ; 
In July ab»de, in bleak Dbceujer Fire, 
Eafe in our Age, and in our Youth Pelire, 

COLIN. 
In Words like thefe to her thy Love impart. 
If once flie gives an Ear, flie'll give her Heart 
Mean time with quicker Pace to^ufinefi move : 

T H E N OT 
At lead if Bufinefi can agree with Love; 
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A Familiar Epistle, to a Friend. 

I Send this Verfe your Health to greet, 
Since in pkin Frofe we cannot meet 
I that am happy here at Home, 
As e'er a Prince in Chriftendom : 
Nay live, and laugh, and ^xxt, and fing. 
As free and friendlefi as a King ; 
I like not your Extremes, not I, 
Your Guinea \feal, or Fenny Pye ; 
But fiin a middle Courfe would fteer 
'Twixt fine Champaigne, and thin Small-Beer ; 
Pleas'd and content to &re fo lb. 
Nor coftly nice, nor bafely low : 
Pomp, Pow'r and Riches I ddpile. 
Nor fear to fall, nor feek to rife. 
If you fiilpeS there fcarce can be 
So ftrange a Mortal, come and fee. 

So much for Me. Of You I'd know 
Some News, as what and how You do ; 
Of Plays and Authors your Opinion, 
Of Booth and Oldfielp, or Justinian: 

Ee a Who 
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who near you is conftfi'd to be 
The faireft or the frankeft She : 
What Youth is for Intrigue renown'd. 
And who is fick, and who is found ; 
Who is and who almoft is undone, 
And when you leave this wicked London, 
Where heedlefi Youth may Bitter meet, 
In taflJy vent'ring after Sweet, 
Unlefi their Eyes they open keep. 
And look right well before they leap : 
Tho' fmooth and plealing is the Way, 
And M of Mirth, and full of Play ; 
For, oh, at School ftom Virgil learn I, 
Defcenfus facilis Aoemi. 

Nothing my Laughter more can move. 
Than London Beaus' Platonick Love : 
Content with Beauty in Idea, 
Like QyixoT with his Dulcinea, 
The Puritans can feaft their Sight, 
Without carniv'rous Appetite : 
Tho' oft the Nofe, or Marten lies, 
Is loft by wand 'ring of the Eyes. 



So 
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So have I feen a Beauifli Fly, 
Enamour'd with a CaDdle, try 
T' approach unhurt the fliining Thing, 
And fport awhile, and buz and iing ; 
'Till, too advent'rous bent on Game, 
Touching he dies amidft the Flame ; 
Tho' not defignii^ you may {wear, 
To lofe his Life by playing there : 
No matter what the Wretch deligns. 
He finds it bums as well as ihines. 

'Tis eafier much to fhun the Gin, 
Than to efcape when gotten in ; _ 

For Cuftom has been juftly reckon'd " 

Strong as firft Nature, tho' a fecond : 
When Fuel's gone 'twill puff the Fixe, 
And rake the Embers of Defire. 
To prove this true, a Tale I'U give, 
Told by my Aunt of Sev'nty-five. 

In Bed there once was laid, d' ye fee, 
A batter'd Rake, as You may be : 
I mean, unlefi you leave the Town, 
Whate'er you are, you may be one : 

His 
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His Health, and Fame, and Fortune /pent. 

He thought it high time to repent 

Tir'd beyond SufFrance now and mesfure, 

In Search of Pain, which fome call Pleafnre, 

He felt all Change of Air and Moons, 

By Mercury vKthin his Bones ; 

With Aches vex'd fit>m Top to Toe, 

Which You may — may you never — know. 

All forts of Females he fbrfwoie. 

The griping and the gratis Whore : 

None of Eve's Daughters he'd except. 

No more the keepmg than the kept 

The Devil, who is always near 

To Younkers of that Character, 

At firft was put in fome Confiifion, 

To hear this virtuous ReiHution ; 

But taking Heart, he cfrofe t' appear. 

And fmiling whiiper'd in his Ear, 

My Lad, I've got a Beauty for ye, 

Will make you quickly change your Story ; 

A fine-tum'd Shape, a Face that's new, 

Known but at moft by One or Two. 



I care 
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I care not what (he is, quoth He, 

I'm fore Til never make up Three. 

So faid. He groan'd and turn'd his Back : 

Quoth the Old Gentleman in Black, 

Like Snow her Skin is to bdiold, 

As white, as foft, but not fo cold : 

A Bieath as fragrant as the Koie, 

Come, let me help you to your Clothes : 

A Wit that Age itfelf would whet^ 

And ftarry Eyes as Black as Jet, 

Black Eyes d'ye fey ? then hold your Piadng„ 

And reach my Doublet there, JWeet Satan. 

E P I G R A M.. 

From the Greek. 

NO Colours laid by Pendi on 
Can match her Eye, her Skin, her Hairj 
Who paints the Splendor of the Sun, 
May paint the S|dendor of the Fair. 
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To a Phtsician, o» his Marriage. 
L 

DEar Doctor, let me wifli you Joy, 
If 'ds not paft the wifliing Seafbn ; 
Let me, as Poets ufe, employ 

A little Rhyme, and little Reafon. 
II. 
No Jokes on Human Nature fear, 

'Tis fit I to Phyficians leave her. 
Who from a Ague can fet clear. 
Or know the Symptoms of a Fever. 

ni - 

Forgive me, if too ftmd of Rule, 

I learn the Habit of advifing j 
I (hall but briefly play the Fool, 

In wifliing or in moralizing. 

IV. " • 

All Strife for Empire be abhor'd, 

Which often Nuptial Quiet vexes ; 
Tho' You by Right-Divine are Lord, 

Yet Souls no Difference know of Sexes. 

V. /Your 
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V. 
Your Griefi and Pleafures let Her Ihsxe, 

Deferv'dly your Efteem poflefling, 
To blunt the Smart of ev'iy Care, 

And laife the Sweet of ev'ry BldGng. 
VI. 
Nor Joy, nor Jar be heard or &ei^ 

Nor Umpire, nor Spedator needing ; 
Soon as a Third crept in between. 

Remember Adam loft his Eden. . 

vn. 

May rolling Years, that Strength impair. 

Cement Your Friendship ftill the ftronger ; 
O I may her Mind appear moft Fair, 

Then, when her Face is fair no longer. 
VIII. 
Safe may You reft through Life's Decline, 

From Pain acute and great Dilafter ; 
While Children, as they grow, combine 

To draw Your True-Love-Knot the fafter. 

F f IX. 'Till 
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IX. 

"nil He, wWe uwnepftl 0«« 

The Leam'4 «q4 F^ tm^ Mm vtvki. 
Your True-Love-KwJtt ajow iW^ pis> 

Who parts tj^s Hoot qf'Ufe Alfiinillr. 

4k Epitabh, 
I. 

HE RE lye ^ oaee a wittjc Fauv 
HI loving and ill lov'd ; 
Whofe heedlefi Beauty viU my Snare, 
Whole Wit »y FuUy gcor'd 
Hi 
Reader, Ihould. W^ PMWm Ai(^ 

To ask mjt btckJeft Nainsj. 
Tell them, the Grave tl^li hides my Clay 
Conceab- me. fro«i% my Shame. 
W. 
Tell them, I ujoum'd fot Guilt, of Sin,, 

More than fiw Pleafme fpent : 
Tell them, whate'er my Mom had been, 
Mj/i Noon was Penitent. 
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To the Memoiy of 

The Revefetid Dr. SOUTH. 

HAIL, venerable SOUTH I be Honour paU 
Tho' late, yet bAing, h> di^ awfiil Shade. 
Unbrib'd, unaik'd, I ofier willing Lajrt, 
Careleis alike vi Cenfiire and of Piailit ; 
Nor, did'ft TtiAu )ret on Eartii adorn tfai: ObwH, 
Would court thy ta.raar, at would bee thf Frown. 

Thy CcnduA uniibnn, and Life fiiicete. 
By Hope nor blinded, nor deprefi'd by Fear, 
Before our Eyes divine KeHgion brougbt. 
Thy Life puriffiHing what Ay Dofliine taug^ } 
The wild Perveiftnc& corb'd of Fleih and Kootf, 
Againft the Bent of Temper firongly fxd. 
So SocKATXt, if Piigam lighlly &y, 
Moulded by Ctiltsfchu rdutSiaiit day f 
Virtue embiac'd, dio' prone to ev'ry Vke, 
With all Matoiala of a Foti was wife. 

Vlift StORs of Leamiiij!;. deep adom'd thy \finft, 
And bounteous Natote equal Tiea^uRs joia'd ; 

F f 2 Waht- 
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Whate'er by Antient Greeck or Rome nvas known, 
The Fathers, and the Schoolmen, were thy own. 
Nor Libertines could Pleafure dearer hold, 
Th' Ambitious Gieatne^ or the Miier Gold. 
Nor lett'ft Thou iinimprov'd thy Riches lye^ 
Ardent to gain, and ftudious to apply ; 
Whether thy Sale would light us ax would warm, 
Inftrufi with Realbn, or with Fancy charm ; 
Or lafh with Scorpions fome enormous Grime, 
Or reach the utmoft Height of true Sublime } 
To ftate the Right, and to refute the Wroi^ 
Diftindly clear, indiUblubly ftrong. 

Some all their Ai^er pour on Rous alone^ 
f lant all their Batteries at the Papal Throne ; 
In Se£ls: or Deifls they no Harm can fee. 
All Danger is compris'd in Fofsry. 
While others &eely Schilinaticks will blame. 
The Zeal of Scots, or Sefts of Amsterdam; 
Forgetting Roue, fo plain in Scripture fljown,. 
That Bellarmine confefi'd Her Babylon. 
Not thus, O South, thy well-weigh'd Cenfiires flew. 
Severe at Fate, but as impartial too. 

The 
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The Sentence paft where-e'er the Guilt had been, ' 

Certain as Death is the Reward of Sin. 

Not only Rebel Saintfliip felt diy Wit, 

The fly piecife cenforious Hypocrite, 

But courtly Revellers, who loft in Sehfe 

Abus'd the kindeft Smiles of Providence : 

A juft Regard thy equal Judgment fliow'd 

To Heav'n and Earth, toCfsAR and to God. 

True to thy Monarch's Crown in blackeft Times, 

But never flatt'ring to difguile his Crimes r 

Nay, carelefi of the Stcwm thy Words might move^ 

Quick to difcem, and faithful to reprove. 

O might die Kings of each illuflrious Line 

Enjoy the Counfek of a Soul, like Thiiie I 

Thy rigid Hbnefty could ne'er deicend 
SociNus and his Followers to ccHnmend, 
Or yield \^ Pcnnts their Favour to engage, 
Tranfcribing Episcopios by the Page: 
Ncv Zeal fer Truth in Hereticks could fee) 
Nor Candour well-befeeming Charity. 
Since all their Books with impious Lies are ftrow'S 
With vile B)afphemuigs of the Cbriftians God ; 

TaimtK 
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Tatmts woifc than Julian's fai, too feul to nami, 
And only fit for Hell, horn whence they came. 

A pert, ielf-taug^ felf-j>leafiiig Author rofe, 
Our Faith by weak De£ax«( to ezpofi; ; 
G)ndemn'd the Langui^ us'd by Chrifliaiis all. 
From flighted Schoolmin to tfa' ApolUe Paul ; 
Againft hard Words would aew^<xiin'd Tam» advooce^ 
For Greek ie always hard to IgnonmoE; 
Of Myfteties the Maimer wouhl exprefi, 
And Three ane.Qac by Mutual-CaafeioHfiieft i 
Thou^ .$0;0 r «i ftood'ft uf a leatii'd and feoad Oiviii^ 
Thy Reas'ning, iwfvous, as thy Wk wa& £ae ; 
Through his poor Sides a Blo«v at Loose daft deal, 
A Wound which aU Miankind can aevti heal 
Eflay your Strtpgctty y« ScphiAo,^ and objcd, 
" Ko Caufe ajiiit torn its owa BSk&," 
This fingle Smke fee tv«r fet*. iw-.>fte%, 
Both from Selfrcoo&ious and We»Bty. 

But does ij9t S^l^ea, <wi SjxWt Mnthuify hint. 
To vent its Jeft n(S||tea lis Argument? 
Nol -^bM Btraagdt foft meets, tft«-IUadBr'» Eye;; 
Deep's the ^ouoi^tioa, aa th^ BuiWing't high. 

, Thy 
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Thy Realbns fttnd un&nk, and flIiB preratl, 

Thejr ae-'er fcare feiTd us, and can never 63. 

Whence wifely Syme thy Arguments repeat, 

Thjr Sen& remengtier, tfco' thy Name ibrget. * 

Sharp was the- Stmg ; But oft was caft at Thee - *• 

The bafeft Dirt, the worft Scurrility : 

Foes on tl^ Fame tfeeff utmoft MkBce fhedi 

Full Venom of Ae Hfcart, Ao" not tie Head. 

Whence comes it thy Reproof aa yet fiirnve p 

Still live thy Satyrs and w3I ever live ; 

While Thei/s to datfe ObBvJon foon were thrown : 

Thy Raileries had Wit, but Their's had none. 

Nor (hall my hoaeft Pfe» aMempt t» diaw 
" A faultlefe Mbilfter that the WorB ne'er few." 
Great as Thou wert, ihh Error I mnft own. 
The more confpicuous fiaee 'twas Thine alone: 
Thy greateft Fault froBv too much Wit aroCe, 
Not S AT an's felf could charge its on thy Foes. 
Sometimes too bright the fbfhing Luftre flies. 
For Light is alwap Pain to OwBfli Eyes. 
Thrice happy for B r ita n n i a's Church 'twould be, 
If half her Champions could offend like Thee. 

Yet 
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Yet not in Life was equal Rigour ieen, 
Thy Heart was tender, tho' thy Words were keen. 
Whene'er the Poor beneath Afflidion bent) 
Thou gav'ft them, not a Stone or Compliment ; 
preventing modeft Worth's half-ipoke Defire, 
Wife to dilpenie, unwearied to enquire. 
While the fmooth Courtier lets his Cenfure &11 
On Want of Charity, and Height of Gall, 
Thy Bounty unexhaufted flow'd around. 
And for his Six-Pence durft beftow a Pound. 
Each fond of Good, but in a difTrent Waiy ; 
Thy Fafliion was to do, and His to fay. 

O had'ft Thou liv'd their Infolence t' oppofe, 
When late our modifh modem Arians rofe; 
Who Infinite as God make Space and Time, 
And idly feign a Prior to the Prime : 
Foes to the Schoolmen's Cobwebs in pretence, 
Without their Learning, and without their Senfc. 
Yet from that Fount their boafted Noftrums came, 
They weed the very Authors which they blame ; 
Or dip at random, and the Errors glean. 
Or fcorn unopen'd, and rejeft unfeen. 

Hence 



yGoogle 



POEMS. ajj 

Hence ev'if callow Fopling joins die O7, 

And rallies at Sdbolaflick Nioetjr. 

Can that immeaning CreaKwe find a Blot 

In Tom of A<li'i>'> or in fiibtle Scot i 

All Latin baibarous He alilce mufl fee, 

He knows no more of ^uidiaa ^uiJdi/jr. 

Grave Anti-Sages fend their lengthen'd Sigh^ 

To view the Starry Orbs, thofe Worlds of Light ; 

Then caft on Earth their Philofophick £f e, 

" Should God for luch a Speck deicend to die ?" 

O wondrous Proof of Mathematick Senle^ 

By Size and Bulk to mealiire Excellence t 

Is each minuteft Atom nobler fai 

Than Worlds of uneztended Spirit are ? 

The .Hill more pretious than th' included Veins ? 

And Space more worth than all diat it contains i 

To fee in Silence drop'd thy glorious Name, 
Or nightly mention'd with diminilh'd Fame, 
Provokes, O SOUTH, this Indignation Ihown, 
Tho' not fo great, as honeft as thy own. 
Well-fliown, if One, but One, with greater Heed 
Thy Steps fhould follow, and thy Works fhould read. 

G g Long 
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Long may thy Mother-Church enjoy thy Pains, 
Long as the Athanasian Mound remains; 
Thy Sermons Light to wond'ring Britain give^ 
While Gofpel Faith and Human Reaibn live ; 
Thy Name, 'till Time expires, be pretious known 
To all th' Adorers of the Great Three-One. 



EPIGRAM. 

WHEN nought diverts a Peerefs from her Aim 
To brand a Forger with his deftin'd Shame, 
The Wretch complains no Favour he could find, 
Puriued by unrelenting Womankind : 
His Arts with Men had more fliccefsful prov'd. 
His Pray'rs, his Int'reft, or his Gold had mov'd. 
Undue Regards perhaps might warp a Male, 
But when a Lady holds the equal Scale, ; 

Then Justice is Herfelf, and cannot feil. 
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A PINDARICK ODE 

TO THE 

Right Hon. the Earl of Oxford. 

WRITTEN 

Soon after tie Lady Margaret Harley was 

Recovered from a F e v e r. 

I. 

WHEN Cowley to his natire Ifle 
Imported the Dirc^an Song, 
And high as Pindar rais'd his Stile, 

As bold and ^irited and ftrong. 
The Judging Few the Strain admire' • 

Unheard bc£ne in modem Lands, 
And Ignorance condemns the Lyre 
Which only Learning underftands. 
II. 
Not quite compleat the Poet rofe. 

Inferior in his Numbers ftill ; 
Rugged the rapid Torrent fl6ws, 

By nothing Uniited but, Will. • • ' ■ > J 

G g 2 Th' au- 
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Th' audacious Vcrle no Fetters bind, 
^ But wild as Air and unconfin'd. 
He leaves the Thbian Swraa behind. 

in. 

Sacred to Devil-Gods the Sports 

That daim'd the Grecian Lap j 
The Bkiton truer Virtue courts. 

Yet, ah I his Lyrick Ptaife 
We find unworthy ObjeAs fhare^ 
We meet A&ffin Bkbtos tfaac 

1 
No {miliog Maideter be here^ 

By whom the better Tyrant die^ 
But Faith and Conibncjr apfiear. 

And HarIiBts enried Virtue rife. 
What Time ungtateAd Party ftrove 

T'infult the Duft of Amha dead; 
And Thunder of an earthly Jove 

Was pointed at his ieaile& Head r 

n. 

Ms Country's Love a» F«e8 reprefi, 
Ko Casar thteatniDg kout a&i* 



Mqk: 
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More nobly valiant in his Peace, 

Than braveft Veterans in their War. 
Steady he fleers the Commonweal, y 

Tho' S n's Rage OTclain'd to feel, > 

And Fury of a Guiscard's SteeL J 

m. 

Imperial Wrath intenJHy bum. 

And angry Senates low r ; 
And mean-fouTd Fadion Merit fpum 

Widi Infolence of BVjw'r. 
So Providence with gracioos Caie 
Rewards an Ox FOKD by his Heir. 

l 
fbH, heav'n-bom Piety I raJmown 

Where mad Ambition taints the Mind r 
The Son uliirps his Father's Throne ; 

The Fadier, by Refentment Hind, 
To Death or Bonds his Son configns ; 

Both loudly pleading Publidt Good r 
And (^ th' unbaptiz'd Snkan flunes 

In Purple of his Kindred Blood. 

VL Nat 
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n. 

Not Kingdoms, from a Site obtain'd. 

Can filial Jealoufy remove ; 
See Savoy by his Son enchain'd, 

Depos'd from Liberty and Love. 
Nor need we roam fo far to fee 
Gay guilty glitt'ring Great Ones fiee 
From Nature and from Piety. 

IIL 
Where Love the Balm of Life we mifi, 

What Station can -be bleft? 
Nor higheft Pomp afibrds lu Bliis, 

Nor foftefl Pillows Refl 
If Love Domeftick liniles not there, 
How poor the Garter and the Star I 

L 
Unmingled Pleafure,. whence there fprings 

No Evil, Fate fprbidj .below ; .• . 
Difeafes fruitful Autumn brings, 

Fevers in fairell Sunfhine glow : 



The 
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The darling offspring finks beneath . 

A Fire wide-wafting through the Veins : 
And Terrors of a Daughter's Death 

Make happieft Parents fuffer Pains. ' ' ! ' 
. IL • '■■ ' •■' ■- 
Its Anguifh either Breaft conceal'd, 

Ptoportion'd as the Fever grows, 
Throbb'd as the vital Current fwell'd. 

And panted as the t'uU'es role. 
Untented filent-wounding Smart, -j 

Mead, who fix>m Death' can wrendi die t>att,'' • > 
Could ne'er yet reach it by his' Art . J 

III. 
May each, the dreaded Danger pafl, ■ . : : '. 

Grateful their Hfjurs eihploy, ; " 

To welcome coining Good, and tafte 

Vidffitude of Joy. 
Joy, that may long as Life remain. 
And great as their forgotten Pain. 

At 
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Alt Hymn on Eastek.>Dat. 

L 

TH E Sun of Righteau&efe appean. 
To iet in Mood Do more I 
Adore the Healer of Your Veto, 
Your rifing Sub adore. 
U 
The Saints, when be r«lign'd hit Btetdi, 

Undos'd their deepii^ Ejw ; 
He bcEakt again die Boods of Oett]), 
fi^ia die Dead arife, 
W. 
Alone the dteadfiil Kace he lan. 

Alone the Wine-prefi trod. 
He dy'd and £ji}er'd as a. Man, 
He rife as a God. 

IV. 
In vain the Stone, the Wacdi, the Seal, 

Forbid an early Rife, 
To him x^o breaks the Gates of Hell, 
And opens Paradile. 
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!^ Hymn /of SuNBAT. 
L 

THE Lord of Sabbath let u? pr^ifii , 
In Confort with the Bleft ; 
Who, joyful in harmonious Lays, 
Employ an endlefi. Reft, ... 

n. 

Thus, Lord, while we remember Thee, 

We bleft and pious grow ; 
By Hymns of Praifc we learn to be. 

Triumphant here below. . 

in. 

On this glad Day a brighter. Scene' 

Of Glory was difplay'd, 
By God th' Eternal Word, than when 

This Univerfe was made. 
IV. 
He riles, who Mankind has bought 

WiA Grief and Pains extream ; 
'Twas great to fpeak the World fiom nought 

Twas greater to redeem, 

H h Ufm- 
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Ufm oltertBjr the fS^I^iiS, to oppfy, tbem to a 

Christian State. 

1. 

HAS David Christ to come forelhow'd? 
Can Chriitians then alpire, 
To mend the Harmony that flow'd 
From, his prophetick Lyre f 
tt. 
How curious are their Wits and vain, 

Their erring Zeal how bold. 
Who durft with meaner Drofi prophane 
His Purity of Gold I' 

m. 

His Psalms unchang'd the Saints employ, 

Unchang'd our God appUes ; 
They fiiit th' Apoftles in their Joy, 

The Saviour when he dies. 

, iV- , . 

Let David's pure unalter'd Lays 

Traijfmit through Ages down, 

To Thee, O David's Lord, our Piaife, 

To Thee, O David's Son I ' 

lU. 'Till 
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V. 
Till Judgment calls the Seraph Throng 

To join the Human Choir, 
And God, who gave the Antient Song, 

The New one flail inlpire. 

To a Young LADYiWj ■/}«?• Birth-Day» 
ieifig thiifirfl of April 

L 

LE T Others write for By-Defigns; 
I feek feme Mor&t'in my Lines, 
Which whofcever itads miift bear, 
Or Great/ OT'Learhy, or Young, or Fair.: 
Permit me then, with friendly Lajr, - i ■ 

To moralize Your April Day. 

n. 

Chequer'd Your native Month appears. 
With funny Gleams and cloudy Tears ; 
Tis thus the World our Truft beguiles. 
Its Frowns as tranfient as its Smiles ; 
Nor Pain nor Pleafore long wiD flay, 
For Life is but an April Day. 

Hb 2 m. HealttL 
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in. 

Health will not always laft in Bloom, 
But Age or Sickneis finely come ; 
Are Friends belov'd ? why Fate muft (eize 
Or Thefe from You, or Y<w from Thefe : 
. Forget not Eameft in your Play, 
For Youth is but an AraiL Day. 

IV. 
When Piety and Fortune move 
Your Heart to try the Bands rf |/»e,' 
As far as Duty gives you ■ pow'r, 
Guiltlefi enjoy the piefent Hour ; 
" Gather your R.oie4>uds while you in»iy," 
For Love is but an Aphii. Day. 

• V. , ■ . '•. . 
What Clouds (be'er without are leen. 
Oh, may they never reach within I 
But Virtue's ftronger Fetters bind 
The ftrongeft Tempeft of the Mind : 
Calm may you flioot your fetting Ray, 
And Sunlhine end your April Day. 
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The Bonds-men: A Satyr. 

Occajiotted by a Report, that fame Terfmts bad 
enter d into Bonds not to fubfcribe/or Books. 

PoKTiA. 'Twere good you do fo much for Charity. 
Shylock. / cannot find it, 'tis not in the Bond. 

Jew of Venice. 

I Sing Ae Men, who with Sdbscription fight. 
And Mercy in one Inftance banilh quite ; 
"Who legal Bonds, as Fame reports, have fign'd. 
For fcai to Wit in Want they Ihould be kind : 
Thofc who with confcious Prudence Writing hate, 
The Coxcomb rattling with unmeaning Prate, 
The modifli Ignorant, to Learning Foe, 
The odious Mifer, and the whiffling Beau. 
Oh that my Verfe fo nobly might fucceed, -\ 

At leaft with thofe Engageis who can read, > 

To make them cancel their inglorious Deed. ' J 

O OxpokdI human, gen'rous, and iincere. 
Humble, not bafe, and ftedfeft, not fcvere ; 
A while with no unwilling Ear attend, 
Thou poor Man's Patron, and Thou good Man's Friend ; 

In 
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In Love of letters truly Oxford's Hdr, 
Whofe Fame to future Times fliall flourini fiir. 
While P» ion's Wit in Poetry fliall fliine. 
And Grabi fliall be remember'd a Divine. 
The brighteil Good ftill brighter meets our Eyes, 
When heighten'd by the Shade of Contraries. 
So CAv'NDisti, Ralegh, Drake, lieridi Dread, 
Seem yet more glorious when we view S — h~i>. 
So when we Non-iiiblcribing Bonds-men blamej 
E'en Harlet rifts into greater Fame. 

Firft let his Face the paltry \Efer {how, 
Moft to himfelf, tho' much to all a Fot, 
Harden'd as Goalers, ftorning to relent ; 
Almoft as lying Statefinen impudent 
How truly Wretches they I whom none cafl move 
To follow Duty, Dignity, and Love. 
Muft they receive ? then Precedent is righ^ 
Then nothing jufter fcems than Perquifite t 
Muft they disburfe ? they then defire to ftay. 
And want an \Q. of Parli'ment — to pay : 
All Learning and all Reading they abhor, 
Save Debtor and per contra Creditor. 

Shall 
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shall Wights like tJiele, (briboth, in Bonds engage, 

To cure the vaft Prolufion of the Age ? 

No need of Bonds ; in what unguarded Mood 

Did ever Griper deviate into Good ? 

If iiidi turn bounteous, as the Vulgar &.y. 

The King fliall know it, nay the King fliall pay : 

ni ftand ei^^'d the Sum ihall ne'er be mill, 

Shall prove no Burthen to the Civil-Lift. 

Thefe thwart each great, each chargeable Defign : 

Hear them thus pleading for their Idol Cc»n ; 

I think a iiee-bom Briton fhould prevent 

This Tax, -without an Ad of Parliament ; 

Befides, 'tis fquand'ring upon Fools our Store, 

For Men of real Wit are never poor ; 

Not that a Guinea I ihould grudge or two. 

But I muft forfeit Hundreds, if I do." 

Denial flat might inward Thrift difclofi^ 

But Writings who can blame, at can oppofe ? 

So Shylock old, by Love of Lucre fteel'd, 

Pleaded the Bond by rafli Antonio feal'd ; 

Nor Ptay'rs nor Tears his fix'd Refolve cpuld move, 

fie had an Oath, a &cred Oath above : 

All 
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All by-regards he to his Vow poftpon'd. 

He &w no Dram of Mercy in his Bond. 

If once the World a. Counter-Bond had fign'd 

To treat thefe cautious Niggards in their Rind, 

No Breath 'nil Verdicft paft, they then could draw. 

Nor tafte one Morfel, 'till 'twas judg'd by Law. 

Such like for like might teach them to recant 

To pity, lather than to fall by Want 

Like Shyloce tra{^'d, no more of Writings fond, 

When doom'd to meerly Juftice and a Bond. 

But now my Song delcend a Uttle lower. 
From the poor Hoarder to the Spender poor ; 
Who ne'er is full, but often overflows, "y 

Who fcarce his Rent-Roil or his Income knows, > 

And minds not how it comes, and marks not when it goes;^ 
A Spirit free, by Rank fuperior taught 
To Icom mechanick Drudgery of Thought ; 
Subfcribing Sums his Silken Purfe would drain. 
Which fcaice his. own Expences. can maintain. 
Perhaps a Debt of Honour muft be paid, -y 

Perhaps a fiefh Demand was lately made, S 

For four-legg'd Racer, or for two-legg'd Jade. ) 

For 
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For Pleafure freely Charges he allows, 

But 'tis no pleafure Learning to ei^ioufe j 

To call forth Worth which elle had never fiionc, 

Unfeen and ufelefi as the Mine unknown : 

Howe'er his Soul to fquander may incline, 

Subfcription ftill he waves for want of Coin : 

.Authors, beUeve him, tho' he fweare 'tis fo ; 

If Gold you look for, to the Steward go. 

So when a Peace exhaufts the Publick Store, 

And our Imperial Diadem is poor. 

When needy Swarms for Alms or Penfions'call, 

'Tis vain, 'tis endlefs to regard them all : 

Odds-fifli, quoth merry Charles, no Gold have 1 1 T 

With more Succe^ my Friends, if You'd apply, !> 

Neglefi the King, and court the Miniftiy. J 

But why muft Bonds be fign'd, to let us know 
That Men whofe Rents are high, have Pockets low ? 
Methinks fuch Obligations they might Ipaie, 
But Beggars building Churches will forlwear ; 
Tho' ftill fome Reputation it may bring, 
T' appear for once to do a thrifty Thing, 
One Inflance of their Prudence plain we view, 
Witnefi'd and ftamp'd, it therefore muft be true. 

I i Since 
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since ne'er before they aim'd at feeming Wife, 
m here diCnJfs them 'till they feetn fo twice. 
The confcious Guilty next DiJcretion Oxm, 
As Foes to Printing, Printing is their Foe ; 
Who gladly would teftrain the wicked Preis, 
But whom can Caution truft with LiceiKes ? 
Not that thty any m^ty Hann can lee. 
Provided private CharaSeis were free. 
In Herefy borcTac'd, or fliocking Malphemy. 
If faucy Pens the mortal Gods would ^aie, 
Of Heav'n above let Heav'n above talce care : 
Thefe Dread each flight RemaA, each diflant Hin^ 
It laaki fo like a Truth when Ms in Print : 
Befides, a Secret told to Friends alone, 
Thus in an Inftant Arough die World is blown t 
For teH-tale Books malicioufly di^)lay 
The Deeds of Darknefi in the Noon of Day ; 
To future Times make Irfamy defcend. 
The bale betraying of the ttuftii^ Friend j 
The black Defigns in various Forms purfu'<J, 
The Whilper treacherous and the Whifper lewd ; 
The Spite that: tries to bblft the fairefl Bays, 
The Envy pojs'ning widi malignant Praife. 
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But hold ; what Length of Time, or teagth rfVerfe, 

The Reafons of thdr Hatred can ithearie f 

Their num'rous Crimes I might recount aa well, ~) 

Or Tricks of Courts, or Bribes of .Villains tell, > 

Or Thoufends ftarving when the Southtssa fdl. J. 

Whate'er the open, the avow'd Pretence, 

Thefe hate all AutboB out of SeUyefeniJft , 

The Cafe in Qnlie of their ReCarc k plain. 

For who delights in Works that give him Pain } 

As eafy might the sffidiih Odbauchee 

Rgoice in Filh, and doat on hSaomy : . 

But Dogs, the Proverb feys, by cruel Fate 

Hang'd on a Crab-tree, will the Venice hate. 

So when a bufy Wietich avoids Kefort, 

And changes City Noi£e fi>r Country Sport ; 

Whole Honour caniiot 'fcape Saltyrick Lays, 

Nor whole Revenue buy a Page of Ptailev 

Each ftill-bom Pamphlet he dcfitcs to foe, 

'But always add% Excepting Poetry. 

But Authors Their SuUcriptiont may eniure, 
Who buy up Books by way of Furniture. 
No ! thefe impatient of foiefcen Delays, 
Their inftantaneout Libraries muft raile : 

I i 2 Thefe 
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Thefe heed not Learning, and defire not Wit, 
Be the Walls meafur'd, and the Pannels fit : 
What Cla& may heft the curious Eye amuie, 
They leave the wifer Bookfeller to chu& : 
Secure in him they value not the Chaig^ 
How wide the Maigin, and the Print how large. 
Their Bulk aloft Gigantick Tatlers (ham. 
Spectators into fixteen Volumes grow. 
Tome after Tome, the Titles gilded, ftare. 
And wire-drawn Congreve's three Oflavo's glare: 
Ev'n puny Twelves Iwell to enormclas Height, ' 
And Shakesfear's monftrous Quarto's glut the Sight. 
Like &bled Tityhs ftietch'd the Poet lies, 
Enoi^h to cover Acres with his Sizav 
But thus no Patronage of Senfe is ihow'd,' ' 
They nm no finalleft Rilque of doing Good : - 
Well pleas'd a Tonson (hould their Bounty feeli 
Who not a Gnat to needy Wit would dead, •' : 
Would flight an A DHIS OK, and ftarve a! Steele.' 

The courtly Pratler muft not want a Place, 
Or the Pedantick Foe to Pedants pals, • i 
Who hold that Scholars rauft of courfe be Fobb, ' 
And hate all Univeriities and Schools ; 
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For wife without it, thejr Inftruflion flighty 

And curie the Vulgar, if they read and write. 

Since Writing therefore is & like a Clerk, 

They ihould not fign their Name, but fet their Mark. 

To Fame by Not Subfcribing they alpire : 

What Breaft fo mean that Glory cannot fire I 

And if by this Renown they can obtain. 

What Path fo mean that will not Glory gain ( 

Let Others turn their ufelefs Volumes o'er. 

With idle Pains and Midnight Study pore ; 

Let Others tempt their Fate, and lafhly dare 

The Watches, Marches, Wants, and WoiHids of War t 

Let others wand'ring tiaverfe Nature round, 

Thele by meer figning are at once renowa'd :. 

'Tis glorious to prevent from leeing Lights 

The Books which they might fpell, but never write r 

To pour on witty Want peipetual Scorn, 

And murder Authors, who are yet unborn. 

So, when a Wretch defires a lafting Name, 

Inverted Glory and di%raceful Fame, 

He bids th'EpHEsiAN Virgin's Temple blaze ;, 

'Tis eafy to deftroy, but hard to raifc ; 

Dowa 
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Down finks the Wealth of Kings, all A 3 1 A*s Boaft, 
The Work of Ages in a Night is loft. 

The gentle Beau of Spite I muft acquit, 
His Heart of Malice void, as Head of Wit 
But one or two of real Worth have Sign'd, 
And Precedent quite iwa^ his little Mind. 
Perhaps he joins the Bond, from Meaning &ee, 
Meerly becaufe he likes the Company ; 
To fliow his Ring &> fine, or Hand fo white, 
Or prove how like a Scholar he can write ; 
Or for a Jeft fets down his Name beneath. 
And laughs to ihow his Humour and his Teeth : 
But thinks not inendlefi Worth for diis may figh. 
And that 'tis hard to laugh, while otheis crjr. 
So Boys unlucky near a River's Side, 
Throw Stones at Frogs that o'er the Sur&ce glide, 
"Till thus a moral Frog is heard to &y. 
And gravely reprimand dieir cruel Play ; 
Children forbear, nor hurt the Guiltlefs Aus ; 
To You 'tis Paftimc, but 'tis Death to Us. 

If gen'ral Ground thefe paltry Bonds had gain'd, 
What Lois the World of Learning had fuftain'd I 

What 
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What Studies then had funk in endlefi Night I 

Matt aire's long Labouis ne'er had roie to Sight : 

Oblivion's Veil might Chisholl's Travels hide^ 

And even Asia's Ruins might hare d^'d. 

Had thus our Fadiera thought, Mankind had k>ft 

A Work as noble as the Realm can boafl ; 

When Loyalilb by Ckomwbll's bloody Hand 

Fiofcrib'd, fequeAer'd, dcdmated fland ; 

Th' Heroick SufTrers daundefi Courage fliow'<t 

Printed the Sacred Oracles of God ; 

Pii^erv'd the Streams which fiom that Fountain run. 

Pure fion the riling to the fetting Sun : 

A Labour Europe emulates in vain, "y 

Which Lewis fiiw not ia his pompous Seign, > 

Nor XiMEVB s with all the Wealth of Spain. J 

By kind Sussckittion help'd, it role fecure^ 

Long, as the World 'twas made &r, to endure^ 

But left like that mad Judge we ihould decide^, 
Who hang'd the Culprit &ft, and after tiy'd. 
In even Balance be their Reasons weigh'd ; 
" SuBscRiPTioN« are of late become a Trade." 
Muft we for this our Bounty diiavow ? 
And muft all Trading be dilcouiag'd now £ 
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" The beft are oft attended with Delay," 

Sometimes the Work the Waitii^ will repay ; 

Sometimes 'tis caus'd by want of Friends alone, 

A Fault indeed there is, but is your own. 

Some promife what ne'er was, and ne'er will be, -> 

Without the Tongues all Sciences they fee, V 

And read Sir Isaac without Geometry. J 

But if you credit broad apparent Lies, 

Blame not the Objeift, but condemn your Eyes. 

" You fear left Catalogues in proud Array 

" Your Rank Ihould blazon, and Your Wealth diipky.' 

None worth Regard will print without Confent ; 

Yet this no mortal Prudence can prevent. 

If Icrubby pencelds Rafcals, dull and ftout. 

With Heads of Lead within, and Brafi without. 

Can fill a Lift, to ferve their Ihamelels Ends, 

With Men ne'er ^ke to by themfelves or Friends, 

Then Second Payments ask ; in vain you ftare, 

Since tho' You pay not, ftill your Name is there. 

" Some gravely promife what they ne'er intend, 

" While others Party-Rage and Vice defend : 

" Shall Madmen's Blaiphemies my Gold command, 

" Or HuRLOTHRUMBo wrcft it from my Hand ? 
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" Or gander; &lfe, pj! Treafbn mean and b%fe? ; . 

" Or Reams of Chit-CJiat gainft the Stuart's Race ?" 

No 1 let fuch Wretches meet your Scorn or Hate ; 

Let NEjffGATEror let Bedlam be their Fate. 

But fiire an equal Medium ipajr be fliown, ■ 

Nor need we give to all, or give to none. 

Tho' righteous Bonj>s-men no Diftinf^ipn m%ke, , . 

But ftrike the Guiltlefi for the GuUtys fijce-j . , 1 

Juftice not Mercy is their Burden ftill, 1 , ; 

Juftice, that ftarves the Good to mend the 111. 
-For fear «f- Folly they fipmlCiadnefi run, 

A Oime fer greater than the Fault they fliun. 

So a conlummate Knave in Others' Eyes, 

In Self-Opinion pohtick and Wile, 

On his whole Species lets his Cenfure fall. 

And all are falfc alike and Villains all. 

Through Fear of Trufting, by Diftruft deceiv'd, 

As none beUeving, fo of none believ'd. 
But grant their light Excufes heavy weigh. 

Grant more than they have Front or Wit to lay ; 

Alike in all things is their GonduS fliown ? 

Or is thai Thrift confin'd to this alone ? 

K k Have 
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Have they e'er fquaniier'd Heaps of predout Ore 

To tempt Italian Sing-Song to our Shore ? 

While tuneful Tofb to Rome from Britain flks. 

And Croft there honour'd, here negleded dies? 

Have thejr e'er wafted idle Sums of Gold, 

The Craft of fige Free-masons to ujdiold f 

No matter whether Arts and I^etters lire, 

If Gloves thejr buy and Aprons they can give i 

No printed Volume they defiie to fee. 

But tie Grand Hiftery of Mafmry, 

Why muft SuBscairTioN all their Fuiy bear? -\ 

Should nothing dfe their ftrong Abhorrence lliare ? > 

Is this the One tiling needful to their Care ? J 

Let them a little caft their Eyes around ; ■) 

Is nothing elfe within Great-Britain fijund, > 

That loudly calls for and demands a Bond ? j 

Have diey engag'd bright Honour to purfue ? 

Bravely to fpeak, and gallantly to do f 

To make their Grandeur to their OMilcience bend, 

To fear no Threatning, and to flight no Friend ? 

To let no Dunghill Filth their Bofom fliare, 

The Scoundrel Sharper, or the Strumpet Play't ? 

Firmly 
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Firmly their Country's Int'reft to promote ? 

To buy no Suflrage, and to fell no Vote? ' ' 

To bid in Judgment naked Right prevail, 

Nor' Grudge nor Favour fink thie monntihg Scale? 

Have they ei^;ag'd to throw a Die no more ? -j 

To lend no Tradnfaaw wtqiipg fnom ■Am Doqr ? > 

Or enter'diiKDBoiubagiinfta Whxe? ' V J 

Have they, with gen!rom Indignation A-'d, 

For Truth, for JuAice, and £v Faith cont'd ? 

When oaoe-aB Vicejall Bzfenefi isioifwwn,' 

Why then let poorSttisckirTioii take its Tarn. 



On Philip, tbe Father of Alexander. 

From tie Gkeek. 

HEREkA I Phij.I(> on A'^GEiNffliore, -S 
Who firft to Batde led jEmathiji's Paw'i, > 
And dar'd what never Monarch dar'd before. J 

If there be Man, sriio boafts he more has done^ 
To Me he owes it, for He was my Son. 

Kk 2 Advice 
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Advice to One who was about to fFrite^ 

To avoid the . ; 
Immoralities of the Antient and Modem Voilts. . 

h ■ ;; 

IF e'er to Wiiting'You pretend, !.i i . , 

Your btmoft Aim and Studjr bcndj ' . , : 
The Paths of Virtoe to befiiemij f ,;.:;.■ . I 

However mean your Ditty ; .■'■:'•. 

That yrhik yourlVetfe the Reader draws - ',"■ 
.ToUeafon's and.Rdigion'iIiaws, . i.-.'; 
None e'er hereafter may have Caufe 
To curfe your being witty. 
.:. :;.;.. A \' ■,=/, ,.11.. '. ' . ,■::.! it '■■ .,0 
No Gods or weak or wicked feign, 
Where fooliih Blaiphemy is plain ; 
, But Good to wiie-draw fiom the Sbam, 

The Critidc's Art perplexes.:- ; ' i- 

Make not a pious Chief forego 
A Princefi he betray'd to Woe, 
Nor Shepherd, unplatonick, fliow 
His Fondnefs for Alexis. 

III. With 
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in. 

With partial Blindnefs to a Side, 
Extol not furly Stoick Pride, 
When wild Ambition's rapid Tide 

Burfts Nature's Bonds afunder : 
Nor let a Hero loud blafpheme. 
Rave hke a Madman in a Dream, 
'Till Jove himftlf ailnghted fcem, 

Not trufting to his Thunder. 
IV. 
Nor diufc the wanton OdE, to praile 
Unbridled Loves, or thoughtlefi Daj'S, 
In loft Epicurean Lays ; 

A num'rous melting Lyrick : 
Nor Satyrs that would Luft chaftile 
With angry Warmth and Maxim wile. 
Yet, loofely painting naked Vice, 

Becomes its Panegyrick. 
V. 
Nor jumbled Atoms entertain 
In the void Spaces of your Brain ; 
Deny all Gods, while Venus vain 

Stands without Veftute painted : 
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Nor fliow the foul NoSumal Scene 
Of Courts and Rerellings unclean, 
Where never Libertine had been 

Worfe than the Poet tainted. 
VI. 
Nor let luxuriant Fancy rove 
Through Nature and thtough Art of lave, 
Skill'd in finooti ^l^gy *o move, 

Youth unezperienc'd firii^ i 
Nor Gods as Brutes expoie to view, 
Nor monftrous Crimes ; nor knd-a <3eW 
To guide the guilty Ixrrtx dirough 

The Mazes of Deliring. 

vn. 

Nor Sparrow tnonm, nor fue to kifij 
Nor draw your fine-Tpun Wit fo nice. 
That diin-^ead Senfe like nodiiog is. 

Or worfe than -nothing ffliowing : 
Nor Spight in Epigram declare, 
Pleafing the Mob with Lewdnefi bare. 
Or Flattery's peftilential Air 

In Bats of Princes blowing. 
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vin. 

Through madera Italy pafi down, 

la Crimes inferior She to none I 

Through France, her Thoughts in Lufl alone 

Without Referve proclaiming : 
Sta;- there, who count it worth the whil^ 
Let us deduce our u&fiil Stile 
To note the Poets of our Ille^ 

And only fpaic the Naming. 
IX. 
Sii^ not loofe Stories fiir the Nonoev 
Where Miidi for Bawdry ill atones. 
Nor long-tongu'd Wife of Bath, at once 

On Earth and Heaven jefting : 
Nor, while the main at Virtue ains, 
Infet, to (both forbidden Flames, 
In a chafle Woric, a Squire of Dames, 

Or Paridell a feafting. 
X. 
Nor Comick Licence let us &e^ 
Where all things facied outrag'd h^ 
Where Plots of mere Adultery 

Fill the lafcivious Pages : 
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One only Step pan yet remain, 
More fiankly, fliamele£ly uncleain. 
To bring it from behind the Scene, 

And a& it on the Stages. 

■ XL J 
Nor make your tragick Heroe bold . 
Out-bully Capaneus of old. 
While juftling Gods his Rage behold, 

And tremble at his Frowning : 
Nor need'ft Thou vulgar Wit di/play, 
Acknowledg'd in Dramatick Way 
Greateft and befl ; O ^are the Lay 

Of poor Ophelia drowning. 
XH. 
Nor drefi yoiir Shaine in courtly Phrafe, 
Where artful Breaks the Fancy raife, 
And Ribaldry unnam'd the Lays 

Tran^arently is feen in : 
Nor make it your peculiar Pride 
To ftrive to fliow what otheis hide, 
To throw die Fig-leaf quite allde. 

And fcom a double Meaning. 



XIU. For 
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XIIL 

Nor ever proftitute the Mu&, 
Malicious, mocenaiy, loole, . 
All Faith, all Parties to abufe ; 

Still changing, ftill to Evil : 
Make Maximin with Heav'n engage, 
Blaipheming Sigismonda rage^ 
Draw Scenes of Luft in lateft Age, 

A|x>ftle of the Devil. 
XIV. 
Detefi piophaniog Holjr. Writ, 
A Rock where Heathens could not ^lit : 
Old Jove more harmlcfi chaim'd the Pit 

Of Plautus's Creation; 
Than when th' Adulterer was fhow'd 
With Attributes of real Goo : 
But Fools, the Means of Grace allowed. 

Pervert to their Damnation. 
XV. 
Mingle not Wit with Treafon rude, 
To pleafe the Rebel Multitude : 
From Poiibn inteimix'd with Food 

What Caution e'er can Icreen us ? 

L 1 Ne'er 
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Ne'er ftoop to court a wanton Snule ; 
Thy pious Stnuns and lofty Me, 
Too light, let nor an Alma foil, 

Nor paltry Dove of Venus^ 
XVI. 
Such Hots deform the tuneful Train, 
Whilft they felfe Glory would attain. 
Or prefent Mirth, or prefent Gain, 

Unmindful of Hereafter. 
Do You miflaken Ends, delpife. 
Nor fear to fall, nor feefe to rife, 
Nor taint the Good, nor grieve the Wife, 

To tickle Fools with I-aughter. 
• XVIL 
What tho' with Eafe you could afpire 
To Virgil's Art or Homer's Fire ; 
If Vice and Lewdnels breathes the Lire, 

If Virtue it a^ieries ; 
Better with honefl Quarles compofe 
Emblem, that good Intention Ihows, 
Better be Bvnyan in his Profe, 

Or Stern HOLD in hisVerfes^ 
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On the DEATH of 

Mrs. M O R I C E, 

Wife to WtMtm Marice, Efq. and Dau^ter 
of the Right Reverend Francis late Lord 
Bifliop of Rachtfier. 



Heu I nunc mifero mibi demum 

Ext Hum infelix I nunc alte vutnus adaSum. 

NO Fabling Song, vaj nuoiofiil Hearty *&f ; 
But geiwiine Grief adorn the flowing Lay : 
In Numbeis fiidi as Fiitadihip cam in^iiie, 
Wail the loft Daogstek, aod the living Sikk: 
'Till flinty Breafls refiftlcfi Sanow tuxnt^, 
And melt leludane at another's Woe ; 
'Till Party Zeal the Father IhoU dcfdore, 
And tfaoft who hate torn mcA ihaU pity moie. 
What Time (he &t*te its IndigBodoa ihed. 
And lanc'd its fecond Thunder on hj< Head : 
When NoHes judg'd the wdWefended Caofe, 
And Commons^ Care fepply'd d«&fiive Lasw j 

L 1 2 Then 
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Then fiift the Wound rdentlefi Fortune made;. 

Which, feft'ring, fecret on her Vitals prejr'd. 

Guildefi flie pin'd, or wholly guilde&Sh^ 

Or only ftain'd widi Filial Piety. 

In vain might Friends to Iboth her Anguilh try. 

No Friend a Father's Abfence could fupply ; 

No darling Children could aSbrd Relief, 

Nor Parent's Fondnefi heal the Daughter's Grief : 

No Sweets of Life fuiEcient Balm oould prove,. 

Nor the dear Softnefi of a Wedded Love r 

The Bangs of Lofs unbated ftill endure, 

She taftes no Cordial, and admits no Cure. 

With Health-impairing Sighs, unfeen Decay, 

She v/eats the flender Threads of Life away t 

Noc Eafe, nor Period can her Mourning have. 

But the <feA SheltK of the quiet Giave>. 

So wboi Italiaus widi deftnidive Skill, 

Or Indians rude in Good, but Icam'd in 111,, 

A fatal Draught: mi;[ for their feo^ Foe, 

Avoidlefi fute,. yet unfufpefted flow. 

The latent Death creeps on with.liing'ring Smar^, 

And mocks the Antidotes of human Ait :. 
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So imperceptibly the Woik is done, 
That Nature half miftakes it for her own. 

When inward fretting Grief had almofl drain'd 
Her ebbing Veins^ nor nmch of life remain'd. 
Each Hour her pious Ptay'rs more ardent grow 
To meet her Exil'd Father once bdow. ^ 

Who e'ei the Hazards of her Health di^>lay, 
Againft their Purpofe urge her ^leedy Way, 
Left Death prevent her reaching, Gajllu's Shore f 
That only Sting the King of Terrors bore. 
Stili p\ea&Bg Hope her fickly Limbs upheld, 
Weaknefi itfelf, by true Affefiion fteel'd, 
Diftance, and Toils, and Dangers^ could difflain. 
And Seas and Mountains were oppos'd in vain; 
Rife to her Wishes, rife, propitious.Galest 
And with new Swiftnefiwing the figging Saik. 
What Sails can e^sal.to herWifhes goi 
The Tide mils tedious^ and the Wind flies HoW';.. 
The penfive Days^ in heavy March proceed. 
Time, ever-haftii^ feems ta flack .his Speed ,t. 
For Love too flow, for Life he flies too fafl, . 
And ev'ry painful Hour fotetudes the laft.. 
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Long-fwooning Faintnefe wakes her Confiat's Fear, 
And waneing Strength (hews Di<S>lution near. 
Her Soul unconquer'd y*ti ilifilains to part, 
And holds the Citadel of Love, the Heart ; 
Determin'd ftedfiift not to feek the Skies, 
'Till the dear Father We6 her longing Ejfcs. 
In vain did Nature, ^jent, fitihkl her Stay, - 
And Guardian Angels^ beckon ber away : 
With frailer Flefli A' immortal Spirit ftrove, 
Strong to delay the Stroke, tho' not remofe, 
And Death all oohqn 'ring yrel* a wHfc to Love. . 
So the brave ThebawChief, transfix'd by Foes, 
(With whom Bostia's Empire ftJf and rofc ) 
To Death, tho' deeply wotmdeJ, /corns to yield, 
'Till his lov'd Soldiers ^n the wdl-fonght Field ; 
Then bids his wiRing Soul triumphant fly. 
And when his Vownr are heatd, conftnts to dye. 

Behold They- meet:! foftovidencedecrees,- • 
All flie defires on Sarth, on &rth ihe ftes r 
Her Terrdrsnow arc ceas'dj wlien He is near. 
Her Father's Daughter knows not how ta fear. 
The long-fought Strife htr SJ)irit now gave a'er, 
And fought the Quiet that it ihun'd before. 
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The Eatber bldi'd her e'er to Heav'n (he vreat, 

The Prieft abfolv'd the djrJng Penittnt. 

But left She grieve for Somnrs not her own, 

And Nature's Yeamiog cauie a fingle Groan, 

He, {Sf-coHeiaed, diedi'd th' afcendihg Sigh, 

And Iprii^ing Tears oommanded from his Eye. 

Mean while his ^ng Heait tninukuous Arove, 

With Orief deljsainng and pBtemal Lore, 

Love in'ly wounds him with <iiftiafiii^ Woe^ 

Compels to feel it, but fiatids to ihow. 

His Voice un&ult'tiiig, ^od his Liac&s leiene, 

An outward Calmnefi veils the Storm within. 

So when inSubteiffimean CaTcms pent. 

The Winds haxd-flruggliog kboor for a Vent, , 

Direful, but fecret, works the Mine hdow. 

Strong and more ftiong th' imprifon'd Tempefts grow : 

The Surftce Smiles, and verdant Fidds aippear 

Secure, and iar fiom Danger as (iam Veni-'. 

Not long ; for inftant ^>riags^ the breaking iQround, 

And fcatters Wafle avddkfi aH Kbund.' 

When Death had feal'd her EjreS in lifting Sleep, 
And gave th- aJBified Father leare.to weep, 

III 
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In Words like thefe burfls his long-ftiffled Mean, 
( If any may be liken'd to his own). 
" Is this the HeaUng of my former Care i 
" This the fad Anfwer of continued Pray'r ? 
" No longer Space could angry Heav'n beftow ? 
" And thus I thus only I muft we meet below ? 
" Me to remoteft Realms my Fortune fends, 
" Depriv'd of prelent, nay, of abJeiit Friends : 
" Tis fatal with my Woes to fympathize I 
" He dies who writes, as He who fees me dies I 
" Nor e'en This Exile ftem'd enough fcvere, 
" To my loft Country Brussels rofc too near ; 
" Nor Paris Walls thefe hoary Haiis can fcreen, 
" My Fate purfues me to the Bank of Seik I 
« Let it purilie ! ftill, ftill could I withftand 
" The utmoft Fury of a mortal Hand. 
" But with refiftlels Force the Vengeance flies, 
" When God inflids the Pains and Penalties. 
" Yet, oh I had Judgment fall'n on Me alone, 
" Nor broke a Heart fer dearer than mine own I 
" The Arrow glancing pierc'd Her faithful Side, 
" For Me flie languiQi'd, and for Me flie dy'd ! ■ •" 
« My late fo!e Stay ! 
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But hold — if Speech the Anguifli may reveal, 
He only can defcribe it, who could feel. 
Then ceafe, my Soul, oh I ceafe the plaintive Tale, 
And where the Pencil fails Thee, draw the Veil 
Yet, ftill Himfelf let the Great Prelate know, 
Still tais'd fupefior to his Weight of Woe ; 
Inftrud: Mankind their Load of Life to bear, 
And fhame the Murm'rer, and the Wretched cheer : 
Try'd, not foribok ; one Refiige yet remains, 
So Nature's everlafling Law ordains ; 
Which Statefmen's Art and Soldiers Force defies. 
And mocks the Rage of keeneft Enemies ; 
Which kindly ibftens the fevereft Doom, 
The Lofer's Conqueft, and the Exile's Home : .^ 
To that fure Refuge let him calmly fly. 
And blefs the glorious Privilege — To Die. 
Late may he land on that faie happy Shor^ 
Where Lofi afBias, and Pain torments no more : 
There fleep, from Grief and Banifhment releas'd, 
And there the wearied Father lie at reft ; 
His Courfe well ended, Heav'nly Glory fliare, 
Andlrife triumphant to the laft Great Bar. 

Mm ANA- 
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ANACREONTIC K, 

From Herbert. 

NEver tempt me to carefi 
Grief, difguis'd like Happpiaefi : 
Earth to blefi me wants the Pow'r, 
Take my Reafons in a Fbw'r : 
Let the Rofe its Beauty ihow, 
Emblem of the Blifi below j 
Fair and fweet, it yields Delight, 
To the Smell, and to the ffight ; 
Yet the Bloom is quickly pafl. 
Yet 'tis bitter to the Tafte. 
If then all that Worldlings prize. 
Biting ends, and iudden flies. 
Bear me, Friend, if I purfue 
Pleafiue otherwife dian you ; 
Say, that fairly I oppofe. 
Say, my Anfwer is — a R os e. 
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The MASTIFF: 

A T A L E. 

YOUR deep Obfervers of Mankind, 
Afliire us conflantly they find 
A ftrong Frapen&y of Nature, 
Rooted in evety human Creature, 
To do what otherwile they would not, 
When once forind, becaufe they (hould not. 
This Inclinatioo, fi> perverfej 
Is laid by Pakthidgb on the Stars. 
Your Rakes, with Floods of Elocution, 
Charge it oni Chance, or Conftitutjon : 
And out-of-&lhion Folks believe 
It Iprung from Adau and firom Eve, 
But tho' your Wits di^mte about it. 
The Faft itfclf was never doubted. 
This Truth t' illuftiate, I have cHofen 
One common Story from a Thouland. 
Let Criticks at the Fable quarrel. 
There's no Exception to the Moral. 

M m 2 In 
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In Days of Yore ( no need to fliow 
How many hundred Years ^o ) 
A Pair there flourifli'd, free from Strife, 
Who liv'd, indeed, like Man and Wife : 
Her Temper mild and fweet, abhor'd 
To fcold and wrangle at her Board ; 
When in a Fault her Spoufe Ihe found. 
She rarely, very rarely, frown'd. 
In fliort, fhe gave him not occafion 
For half the Trouble and Vexation, 
Which many a Hen-peck'd-keeping Varlet 
Endures moft meekly from his Harlot. 

Next Door a Captain chanc'd to fhine^ 
Whofe Clothes and Equipage were fine j 
A young and wdl-aiccomplilh'd Heir, 
Of gentle Blood, and Fortune &ir ; 
For ever at the Ladies Call, 
To deal the Cards, or lead the Ball ;- 
To 'Squire them to the Church or Play,. 
And Senfe or Nonfenfe fing or fay. 
This Youth Ibmetimes occafion d Pain 
In our too happy Husband's Kain ; 
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Yet of hiffllelf aihain'd, with Care 

He kept his Dreams, &om taking Air, 

Elfe every Goffip in the Town 

Had rofe in Arms, and fac'd him down, 

She never knew in all her Life 

A Dame more virtuous than his Wi&. 

Before the Wight was wholly freed 
From thefe Diforders. in his Head, 
Such Bus'nels call'd him front his Hqufe 
As fcarce gave time to tell his Spoufe ; 
He would have infl^^y been gone. 
As being old enough, alone, 
But frie, good Woman I durfl not lend him 
Without a Servant; to attend him : 
She kindly begs hiiH not: to ftay. 
When Bufinefi was dilpateh'd, a Day. 
He promifes, when in his Pow'r, 
He would not abfent be an Hour. 

Soon as conveniently they can. 
Up mounts the Mafter and the Man ; 
When once fct out, they travell'd fed,. 
Yet e'er they half a Mile had paft. 

His 
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His Jealoufy began to rife, 
Thought he, 4is being deadl}r wife, 
This Captain now, behind my back, 
Addrefles to my Wife will make : 
'Tis true, I flia'n't continae long, 
But She is Fair, and He is Young ; 
And if it once be done, 'tis plain 
It ne'er can be undone again. • 
I own, I never yet could find ' 

Her Heart to Gallantry indin'd ; 
But then, in fuch a Cafe, a Man ' 
Can hardly be too caielul — John, 
Go, bid your Miftrefi keep at Home, 
Nor fee the Captain 'till I come. 
John gallops back, but on his Way, 
Thus, with himfelf, began to (ay, 
And pray, where is it I am gcang f 
And, what Fool's Errand am I doing. 
To make my Miftrefs, for Jier Life, 
A feithlefs, or a fcolding Wife ? 
At bed Ihe'U wonder what he ails. 
And fancy I've been telling Tales ; 



Tho' 
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Tho' flie is yet, I dare be fwom. 

As blamelefi as the Babe uobom ; 

Perhaps to be forbid may tempt one, 

To willi for what one never dreamt oa. 

I'll carry no Itich Mellage home. 

To caule my Matter's Cuckoldom. 

Thus fearful of fcHrfeen JXiSi&er, 

And much difcreeter than his Mafler, 

Reiblv'd full &gdy, back he came^ 

And frighted heartily the Dame, 

Who thought her Locd had come to Harm, 

And hixke at leaft a Leg or Arm ; 

For John maie twenty Hum's and Ui't, 

When queftion'd what the matter was. 

He was not like your Secrants now. 

But of Invention dull and {low ; 

He could not hammer out a lie : 

The Lady ftood impatient by ; 

What ails your Matter ? Tdl me quidc 

He begs you woukl not — Can't you (peak f 

Not tide die Mastiff 'till you fee him; 

What I does the Fellow rave <w dieam ? 

Yaa 
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You are not fure 'twas all he 6id. 
Yes, indeed. Madam — Is he mad ? 
Not ride the Mastiff ! What a Whim I 
Who ever thought of riding him ? 
Go back again from me, and pray, 
Defire he'd let you with him flay. 
Or find fome wifcr Meffige, John, 
Hereafter to employ you on. 

He went ; and Mother Nature now 
In Madam's Breail b^an to glow ': 
She mus'xl ; but itill tlie mote Ihc thou^t. 
The lels flie found the Meaning out 
Not ride the Mastiff I Could it be. 
Merely to try his Sov'reignty, 
When from her very Wedding-Day, 
She ne'er was known to difobey ? 
There muft be fomething in't to make 
Him fend a Servant pofting back. 
She never heard of it before. 
Perhaps the Maids might tell her more ; 
For Maids, or thofe that bear the Name, 
May fomerimes teach a wedded Dame. 
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She thought the eniptieft of (lie Tw6' ■ •' '-" ■■ 

Would fooneft blab ont all flie knew ; '-'"■■ 

But Betty never TousER rid, 

Nor heard of any one that did. " - 

Vex'-d at her a^ng fudi a Ninny,-/- - • -. 

She fends her dowh to call up Jenny; 

But flyo' JftNE-oouH tell no more • ■ • • 

Than finjpl* Betty did before; ' 

But ftar'd with all the Eyesiflie had. 

And thought h» Mifliels drunk oc mad. 

Tho' begg'd, and ftormV, iuid b^gg'd againi, -' ' - 

Yet Prayers and Threadiings weie in vEdn; ' 

She might as ea£ly hare Ibught 

To Jound the Bcttom of a Hot ; 

Or, tho' a Woman, ta'en Occafion 

T" enquire the Secret of Free-mason, 

And how, as Myftick Lodge luppoles, 

Duke Wharton can fiicceed to Moses. 

No Diligence there wanting was. 

Yet ft) deplorable her Cafe, 

Through Servants, dbftinate: Demal, 

Nothing was left her but a- Trial.. 

N n Who 
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Who fliould the feoct F»a betay I 
One Woid herielf ihe would not &y } 
What no one iaw who fhoidd levesd ? 
For fure the Maftiff could not teU. 
Relblv'd at length, Qx calls him to h^> : 
And fkuttii^ carefully the Door, 
She clap'd his Hea4i and Ifaoli'd his. Side j 
'Twas now no more than tip apd rid«. 
Faft by his Ndckifh« held, aAd thut 
Mounted her flnnge BuCEi'ttAms ; 
Nor ^ad h difficult to get^ ' 
Without A Stiitup) tohctrSeat 

Tquses, unus'd tot)eheftr<<^ 
Gioan'd foiely at;^ wjcksd laonii . 
And ftrove all tWRiys O difeacuiBber 
His burdea'ii Shouldera of their Luaaher j 
Rear'd, an4 dirveaed> and ia fatas. 
Trotted. and gdlop'd resiid the RooBb 
But Ihe, who now er «eVer theaght 
To find her Husband's Meaning e'lA, 
Firm, though witiKtt't-s Saddle, fiit, 
And dung as doG^ as.a Qat. 
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But Fortune often fjHib the Coui^, ■ 
Whether we ride on Dog or JHprfe i 
Under* XaWe (jiqn: hw Sftieii}, ,,;, 
Threw her, and brefcelh#r:5(yiflib»d.- . '. 

Enrag'd aod fijrly, «p fte gpt, 
RaU'd at her Hll4>«ad fer'P^ : . j , . y:;.' 
Whente«itMrn'4 8te:lMfi«l}i*r',?Wta, :..!;)■; ' 
Nor ftirr'd to meet hi* *t «l»e Cajp., 
Up Stairs he went, ,s»d-fpi»d he? SL. ■',..! 
Silent, fhe&owit'd, M>d J&ltaB diUijo L • i : ;• ; 
But could not Sodding Jong losfrhifb . ; ,■ ■; 
Or take it is Jtoetici Stoajn.j ,,, . 

At length the iCteud tthet jotNting ha^ ' . 
Burft into Tbaodetxi few To^jtje; ■ . ' 
Like Lightning* Flafix hs Eye ^ipepis. 
And Rain fell plenteous in her Tears. 
See — what you made the Maftiff do I 
Did ever any M«» wt fou ?— • 
And on flie went ; but there's no need 
Of pundhial telling all fhe faid, 
An Extract may fufSce : The Dame 
Full on her Husband tum'd the Blame. 

N n 2 Stark 
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Stark flaring mad, he, to fcnbid it I 
She, a poor Innocent, that did it 

The Man, who knew libt what was done. 
Ran down amaz'd, and fell on John. 
Sirrah I what makes yaar Miflrefi rave ? 
What was the Meflage that you gare ; 
To break my- Wife's Head ? Joh n reply'd, 
I bid her not the Maltiff ride. 
The Matter iimous 'gan to look, 
John beg'd one Word be&>re he ftruck : : 
Sir, had I charg'd her in your Name, 
To fliun the Captain e'er you camc^ ' 
Doubtlefi the Cafe had been the fliiie : 
Her Forehead Imdie Vour Brow fectues, < . 
Or elfe the; Knobs had been on Your'sL 
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Epilogue to CATO. 

DI D not You think cdd C at o was in Jell, 
When fdz'd by Sleep he funk to fudden Reft ? 

Surpris'd, his Spirits exhal'd with Heat of Pallion, 

Could you pre&ge the fetal Alteration ? 

How like Dramatick Hero did He fall> 

Becaufe the Play was done, — and that was all I 

Whom Cato murder'd, Cf sar wifti'd to fpare. 

He never flew a Roman but in War. 

Nor Realbn did the furly Stoick give. 

Who dar'd to die for Rome, but not to live. 

. Then blame the haughty Sed of which he dy'd, 

. {lis ftubbora fullen Philofophick Pride ; 

' From whence fuch fed, fuch dire Difefters rife. 
We humbly hope the lefs on't may fufSce. 
Our Youths and Virgins by their whole Behaviour 
May claim the Fair-Ones and the Lover's Favour : 
They nothing lels than Blood and Death defigning ; 
Sink down to am'rous Chat and modem Whining.. 
Let Criticks leek by rigid Rules to pleafe, 

' And quote their hard-nam'd Greek Euripides ; 

Objefi 
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Objea, that Stoicks are forbid the Stage, 
Who thwart their Maxims when they grieve or tage. 
If calra and ftem, from anxious Paffion fiee, 
Their CharaSets they keep, they fpcril Ae Tragedy. 
Hard Lines t hMt Audiore ufe, when giavel'-d there, 
To fly for Shelter to die Beaux and Fair. 
Better a Thoufand ChaiaSers fhould faSet, 
Than any fiogle Da.raSd ioCe a. Lorer. 
'Tis here, we own, our greateft Xferit lies, 
We ftrive to pleafe, «we aim not to be wife. 
You ask not fage Rtxnaiks on Gonres «r Kings, 
But dying Softaefles, and pretty Tfemgs. 
And fpite of Senfe, if one we rauft remove. 
Which would the -ffiy and beantetms difapprove. 
And which retain, the Wisdom ot the Love? 
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THE 

DECEMBER.'s-Day : A SONG. 

Tathe Tuke of 

The Sun vat fimi btmatb tit Hill, &c 

I. 

LE T various Seafens kaft their Pride, 
The Spring with Flow'rs the Eaith aAxa, 
With cloudlets Days the Summer glide, 

And Autumn ihew her Fniiti and corn ; 
Thefe may demand a m^gar Lay, 
I fing of a December's Day. 

U. 
What Day my Joy fliould tather move 
Through the fetr Cixde of the Ytar, 
Than that which gave my wedded Love 

The Months in their Decline to cheer ^ 
Not AuGO»T with his Dog-Star Ray 
Can vye with thfe P«:*ii«i»'e D^. 

DL No 
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in. 

No Silks unpaid-for ruAle here, 

Nor foreign Fripp'tjr we import, 
No Velvets or Brocades appear ; 

But, what few Birth-days iee at Court, 
Friendlhip unbought and Love dif{^}r 
Their Beams on this Deceuber's Day. 

IV. 
Not {harp and ever-duiing Pain 

Her cheerful Conftancy can move, 
From Toil incel&nt to lefiain, 

To flight her Duty or her Love : 
The Soul upholds the mould'ring Clay, 
And brightens the D e c E u b e r's Day. 

V. 
Obfervant of die Orphan's Tear, 

And heark'ning to the Wretch's Gtoan, 
The Lives of others holding dear, 

But ftill regardlefs of her own ; 
Throughout the Year what Numbers may 
Rejoice for this D e c e m b e r's Day. 



VI. If 
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VI. 
If either India we could gain, 

The Wings of Time we could not bind ; 
What living Miniftets obtain, 

And dying Miieis leare behind. 
Could never bribe our Youth to ftay, 
Or keep off the December's Day, 

VH. 
When fi-ofted o'er with ^^ s Giey, 

From Guilt exempted and from Pain, 
Long may She eafy hve and gay, 

Kor Ipend a fingle Wifli in rain,. 
Back to recall the by-paft May, 
Nor mourn for the December's Day. 

VIIL 
Long may She happy teft below. 

E'er call'd <o happier Reft above ; 
Diviner Lift prefe'd to know. 

And Raptures of fublimer Love ; 
Where Time can never Blifi impair. 
For no December will be There. 

O o A N A- 
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ANACREONTIC K, 

On parting with a little Child. 

DEAR, Farewel, a little whfle, 
Eafy parting with a Smile ; 
Ev'iy Objea in thy Way- 
Makes Thee innocently gay; 
All that Thou can'ft hear or fee. 
All is Novelty to Thee. 
Thoughts of Parents left behind 
Vex not yet thine In&nt Mnd ; 
Why ihould then their Hearts rq>ine f 
Moumfid Theirs, and merry thine. 
'Tis the World, the feeming Wflcj ■ 
Toil to make their Children rife ; 
While the Heir that reaps their Gains 
Thanklefi thinks not of their Pains. 
Sportive Youth in Jiafte to live 
Heeds not Ills that Years may give : 
Age in Woe and Wildom giey 
Vainly mourns for them that jJay. 



Ott 

yGoogle 



POEMS, apf 

On the D E A T H of the 
Right Hott. Henrietta Count efs of Orrery. 

WHile the full Bteaft fwells with unutter'd Woe, 
While Tears gufli genuine, tho' forbid to flow ; 
While the ftol'n Sigh the deep Diftrels reveals. 
The Friend, the Lover, and the Husband feels ; 
While Orphans icarce their Parent loft deplore, 
Whofe Age, the lefi it mourns Her, wants the more : 
Late, at her Tomb, a diftant Bard appears. 
With &ithfiil, fruidefi, fympatherick Tears ; 
Nor asks a Mule's Aid : nor needs there Art 
T' expre£ the Ai^uilh of a bleeding Heart. 

How loon the mightieft earthly Bleflings pafi I 
She was — What now avails us that She was ? 
Mature for Heav'n, e'er Life had leach'd its Noon ; 
For Earth, at Sev'nty, She had dy'd too loon. 
She Gofpel Truth, with fteady Faith, believ'd. 
And liv'd the glorious Do&ine She receiv'd : 
Her pious Breaft glow'd with Devotion's Fire, 
Whole Flames, ' the more thejr tremble, niount the higher.' 
Spotlefs, as Infant Souls, her Life She Ipent, 
Yet humble, as the proftrate Penitent 
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Not pufFd by Rank, defceoded or ally'd. 

She feem'd to wonder what was meant by Pride ; 

Which, boafting Blood, d^rades the nobleft Veins ; 

Which", boafting Virtue, ev'ry Virtue Rata. 

Here Honour puce, with tend'reft So(tnel& join'd, 

Softnefs, tranfcendent in the fofteft Kind ; 

ni-Fortune (bund its keeneft R^e repreft ; 

The Darts, might reach, but fcaicely wound her Bteaft. 

So Balls in yielding Wool &11 gendy down. 

That tear refiftleb through a Rock of Stone.. 

Scse was the Storm I Let Mem'ry ne'er report: 

How long the Tempeft, and the Calm how £bc^r. 

When Fever's Fire n^'d iii ha. G>nf(nt'8 Blood,. 

And drove to dang'rous Height the vital Flood, 

Lo I at his Side her conftant Duty Ues, 

And Love, ftilLfeariiil, watch'd with fleeplels. Eyes 

Almoft o'erpower'd, 'till Nature, weary gtown,. 

Had, for a dearer Safety, loft her own. 

Hail, wedded Love t by gracious God defignVt 
At once the Source and Gloiy of Mankind I 
'Tis this, can Toil and Grief and Pain alTuage, 
Secure our Youth, and dignify our Age ; 

'Tis 
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'Tis. this, fair Fame and guiltlefi Plealbre brings, 
And (hakes rich Plenty from its brooding Wings ; 
Gilds Duty's roughed Paths with Friendfliip's Ray, 
And ftrews with Rofes fweet the narrow Way. 
Not fo.the Harlot — if it lawfijl be 
To mentioa Vice,; when praifing Chaftity— 
Not fo the I&rlot plights her venal Vow, 
With Heart obdurate, and Corinthian Brow,. 
She fawns unfriendly,, ptadia'd to beguile^ 
Stings while Ihe weeps, and murders in a Smile. 
Fame, Peace, and Virtue, flie at once deftroys. 
And damns, moft fiirely, whom ihe moft enjoyt.. 

Too.oft the Rich their Alms tefriie to fliow'r,, 
Or put off Mercy to their lateft Hour : 
Too, oft the Great Afilidion fcom to know j. 
Strangers to half their Species here below.. 
But O R R E.R Y, with penetratmg Ray,. 
Through darkeft Diftance found Her willing Wayi- 
Where-e'er the Pri»'ner pin'd, with fruitlefi Moan, 
To Hearts far harder, than the circling Stone ; 
Where-e'er the Widow wept in vain for Bread, 
The Merchant bankrupt, or the Sailor dead ; 

WKerer 
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Where-e'er the Orphan, friendlefe Wretch, oomplain'd, 
Who feels the Woes he (carce can underftand ; 
Where-e'er the Sick were deftin'd to iuftain 
Hunger and Cold, and Solitude and Pain ; 
Where-e'er the Poor groan'd at th^ Oppreflbrs Feet, 
Bore down sad trampled by the lawlefi Great ; 
With gen'rous Charity behold Her fly. 
Each 111 to foften, and each Want fupply: 
Not meaneft Obje<9s 'fcap'd her daily Care, 
She faw, and rev'renc'd, a Redeemer there. 
So faireft Cherubs left their heav'nly State, 
When a loath'd Lazar languifh'd at the Gate ; 
T' attend his Death they ftoop'd with ready Wings, 
Courtiers and Fav'rites to the King of Kings. 

When God's high Summons bade her Virtue try 
That one great Bus'nels of Mankind, to die. 
No confcious Doubt her parting Soul difmays. 
No Guilt of idle or of ill-fpent Days : 
There the ftill Calm of Innocence a'ppeare. 
And glorious Hope th' expiring Chriftian cheers. 
Welcomes the Hour that ends Her worldly Toil, 
And greets- the King of Terrors with a Smile. 

Love's 
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Love's ftronger Flame, when vital Heat retir'd, 
A while, with Warmth, her dying Breaft infpir'd : 
An Husband, Parent, Child, her Soul detains. 
And flops the Chilbefi in her ebbing Veins ; 
To thefe, ev'n then, ibme pious Thoughts were giv'n j, 
Thefe fta/d th' afcehding Spirit from its Heav'n. 
O I who Ihall now the Orphan's Lo& repair ? 
Whofe Arm fliall clafp them with a Mother's Care ? 
Who now fliall form their Minds with heav'nly Truth,, 
And guide the heedlefs Violence of Youth ; 
Warn them to fliun the World's delufive Snares; 
Teach by her Life, and guard them by her Pray'rs ?. 

Forgive me, BOYLE, if deeply I bemoan 
The Lot, that foon, to* foon, may prove toy own I- 
To part! — O bitter Fruit of Sin — To parti — 
Pain, beyond Language, to a faithfiil Heart I 
No more to meet I the Blifs for ever o'er I 
What Love can bear the Thought — To meet no more i 
Yes, Love Divine your Soul may yet fuflain. 
And lead, in fpite of Death, to meet again ; 
May bid You both, your Grief for ever o'er. 
In endlefs Glory meet — to fart no more. 
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To KiTTT, a 'Poetical Tmtg Lady. 
J. 

DE A R Kitty I now my Couniel take, 
Now is the dang'rous Seaibn ; 
If not, admit the Rhime to make 
Atonement for the Reafon. 

n. 

Take heed, left Affluence beguile. 

Left Pride {hould over-pow'r ye. 
Now kinder Fortune, feems to fmile^ 

With Profpea of a Dowry. 

in. 

If e'er in other Sphere you move^ 

And higher Life appear in. 
Take heed the Station does not prove 

The worfe for Kitty's wearing. . 
IV. 
If from Simplicity You range. 

If Shew and Form control! Ye, 
Your Charms to Uglinefe you'll change, 

Your Prudtnce into Folly. 

V V. For 
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V. 
For AfFedation looks fo foul, 

When Man or Maid it. JHzes ; 
That neither then the tabblefl Soul, > 

Nor faiieft Body, plea&s.. 
VI.-. 
Whoe'er to play the Cojtcomb's Part 

By niggard Nature's driv'n, 
May Pardon find; but Fools by Arfc 

Can never be fo^v'o. 

.. yiL . . .■ . • . 

Remember You, for Others willj. 

That Woman is a Cr^ture, 
Of Flatt'ry vain,. ejp»'d.tpllli. ■( .■ , :. 

And doubly frail by Nature. ■ 

vin. : 

Should flie for Art and. Learning glow, , . • 

Applaufe and Glory wooing. 
On lofty Verfe her Time beftow. 
As You may now be dpii^ ;. 
K. 
Yet ftill, to rule her.Houfe aright 
Would better fer become her, 
Pp 
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Than to futpafs the nobleft Flight 
In Milton or in HoMEK. 

. ■ 'X.. " ■ ■ 

What tho' her Yoiitb ma^ Hearts engage, 

Her Bloom will quickly leave her ; 
The certain Spoil of coming Age, 

If 'fcaping fitom a Fever. 
XI. 
What tho' herfWit flxmld never &i) t 

How few will long enditte htr ? 
The Ship that Ballaft wants, by Sail 

Is overfet the furer. 

XB. 
Who jefts alike on Friends tad Fbet, 

With Raillery all leforting ; 
Her Folly Ihe in EamelV <hows, 

And only .mt. ia^^drtiag.' 

c 'xm ■■.■'- 

'Tis hard to goreta witty Spken ; 

Time, Perfon, Thet, techdfen:. 
'Tis more one Satyr to keep in. 

Than 'tis to ma^ ft Thotr&id. 



XIV. Suppofe 
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XIV. 

Suppole a Damfel, nnconfin'd 

By Decency or Duty, ■ 
Ezultmg in hahia^^^^ad, ' " ' ' ' ' ' 

With Rkhes, Wit, and Beaii^:" ■■' ' • 

. XV. - 

Her Treafure^ i'?")^ tl^ ^^pf* ^J^t c 

By South-Sea aimM at getting. 
Enough all forfeit Land to buy. 

Nay all theLgndofBwTAiNi ,• ; 

A Clevblamd for her Beauty sam'<^ 

Than Do iLcH BETE x moR ^vkty ; 
For Leamiag tncHC iiiaD -BL'STx^x i&m't,' i 

For Poetry, than Kitty : 

xvn. 

•ff flie<loes nCTJghtlrat fweBandlttag, , . i 

Her Talents have ■uadone Tkt ; ' ' 

The Wife will By her like the Plague, 

The Tokens are iipon her. ■'' ■ 

Y y 2 XVm What's 
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what's Beauty, W<a% a^^ ^it b|djd? } 
Nor God nor Man will hYgchet.;. ,., ,; 

For tho' flie were an,i5[pge),,;?,^ide . ,.j , 
Will makea.D^yil<{f;hp-. ,■■; ,' ■ 



On the'Smae of Mexa.hder'., 

LY S I P P U S' ■Ptit'tiA 'BraTs'-With tife inifpire, 
Show Alexander's .Features and his Fire; 
The Statue feenJs to iaywith up-caft Eye, ' ~\ 

Beneath My Rule tb^QJobe of Earth fhalllyejl > 
Be Thou, O |bvE, eontoi^imth thy Sky. ■ : : J 

.' ."■ ;■'■■■■ ■ ' 

On Xerxes. 

HIS March, whom p!er7as^ Iiasd;h{S: t<a«y bears. 
Who walks o'erOcean, changing.NatufeVWays, 
The Mars of Sparta with three hufidred Spears ^ 
Obftrucas ; bluih, bluflj, y^ Jklpuptaina find ye Seas. 

: • ; THE 
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ILIAD in a Nutfliell : 

O R, 

HO MER's BATTLE 

OF THE 

FROGS and MICK 

lUuflxated with NOTE& 



' Age, quaelb. 



Tu nihil in magno dofhas reprendis HomeiD? Hok. 

nefe are the ZWck'w SoUmffes, aiicb in tbtir very Nature fnvch 

Ignorance and Sbort-^btednefi to Jhew tbenfehes. Poii's Notes. 
/ will net only Jhm tie Feats they do, 
Sut gitx you all tbeir Reafins for 'em too. 
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To the Right Honourable 

JAM E S, 

JLord Vijcount Limerick. 



My LORD, 

IS Your Lordship does not efteem it any Accom- 
pliftunent to forget whateyer You learnt at the 
University, I hope it is no Prefumption to 
infcribe to You the following Poem, tranflated 
fiom the Greek; Yout Lordihip will be a Judge, how 
much Latitude it is done with, as well as how far that Li- 
berty is pardonable. 

Homer is by a few bold Men faid to have many Faults : 
But moft of the Criticks infift upon it, that where-ever any 
thing Uke an Error appears in that great Author, the Blame 
is to be charg'd wholly upon the Reader : 

Nor it «V HoM ER nods, but ffe that dream. 

I have 
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DEDICATION. 

I have endeavoured to take in as many of his difputecf 
Beauties as "my Plan would admit, efpedally his Machinery, 
which I doubt not will be highly agreeable to all the Admiiccr 
of the Marvellous. 

It is needlefs to attempt a laboured Encomium of the On- 
ginal, which is perhaps the beft as well as oldeft Burlefque in 
the World; fmce the Iliad, fe neceflary for underftandii^ 
the Intention of it, is now in tverf.EMglifi Reader's Hands, 
and as much .&id for it as perhaps the Wit of Man can 
urge, Si Pergama dextrd defmdi fojfent. But howfoever 
this fidnt Imitation may be received by the World, my 
Experience of Your Lordship's FriouUhip ailiires me no 
Trifle will be unacceptable to You ; which gives me an 
Oppottimity of declaring Mylelf, with all Sincerity and 
Gratitude, 

My Lord,, 
Tour Lbrdfliip's mofi Obliged: 

and Oiedieut Hionbh Servant, 

S. WESLEY. 
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THE 



BATTLE 

OF THE 

Frogs and Mice. 



I. 

YOUR Aid, Ye Heav'n-born Muses, hither bring, 
Who iung the wandring Greek and Ilium's Wars, 
Hard Argument for mortal Bard I iing, 
The Sport tumultuous of Revenger Mars. 

Verfc I. Tour Aid'} Boffa acquaints us the Invocation is ncceflary, bccaufc 
the Poet reports what he cannot be fuppofcd to know, if fome Deity had not 
infpired him ; not that the Mufc fignifics any thing elfc, but the Qualifications 
requifitc to Poetrj'. 

Ibid. Mufes] The Poet, to win the Attention of the Reader, and warning 
us he is about to relate fomcthing furprizing, invokes not one Mufc, but the 
whole Number. 

V. 4- Mars] As the Invocation is addreficd to the Gods, fo the Propofition 
mentions them, and the Narration is full of them ; and they occafion the Mar- 
velous in Epick : Br£'ii, " ' 

Q_q How 
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3o5 P O E M & 

How Mice renown'd with Frogs a W«rmaintain'd, s 
For Fame, fiw Vengeance, and for Empire ftiove. 

While each Side ftemly fought, yet neither gain'd 
The hard-fought Field : Mean-time Sky-ruling Jove 

In equal Balance pois'd their Fortunes long ; 
DireArms, andWounds, and Deaths (hall fill th'advent'rousSoog. 

n. 

Scap'd fi»m Grimalkin's cruel rending Claws, 

A thirfty Moufe fought the refieihing Flood ; 
His Whiskers, downy Beard, and weary Paws, 

With liquid Sweet delighted, he bedew'd. 
Him thus accofls a native of the Streams, 15 

O Thou from fore^n R^ms arriving here. 
With Truth, for Truth the Virtuous well be&ems. 

Thy Name, thy Nation, and thy Rank declare ; 
My deftin'd Gueft, if Thee I haply fee, 
A Gueft for Monarchs fit, and not unworthy Me. 20 

Vcr. 8. J'Ke'] He has as much to do in the Commonwealth ofjS/opi i» dK 
States of Homer J witncfs his appointing Kings over the Frogs. Iii. 

Ver. 9, Balla«ct'\ Mfciylus wrote a Tragedy upon JupHtr^a Scales, and 
Virgil copied them, 

Ver. 15. Wm thus acccjis'\ A Frog may as ealilj be fuppofed to fpcak as 
Xatitbas the Horfe oijcbfltes : Indeed the Eaptrpta afliimes a Liberty very like 
that of j^op. The Dilcourle between Jum and jEo/m^ and what iitftutii laid 
to Ztphyrus and Boreas^ have as little Truth and Probability as the Intercourlc 
between the Gty and Country Moufe. B^a, 

III. Me 
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POEMS, 307 

ni. 

Me to Great Feleus, on the Banks of Po, 

The 6ir Htdromedosa joyful bore ; 
Me for their Lord thefe wauy R^ions know. 

And flime-bom Frogs revere my dreaded Fow'r ; 
Fhysignathus my Name, refounded far. 25 

Thee too, when firft at near Approach I view'd, 
Thofe Arms uncouth, and Limbs defign'd for War, 

The Prince, the Stranger, and the Warriour fliew'd : 
Thy Peribn Ipeaks thee Great, 'tis regal all, 
Thy Fort and Mein auguft, thy Stature comely talL 30 

IV. 
The Stranger anfw'iing fpake, Psicharpax I, 

To Gods and Men throughout the World am known, 
Wheie-e'cr or Foot can tread, or Wing can fly. 

And is my Name unheard by Thee alone ? 

Vcr. ai. Mi\ Self-Commendatioa is voy coinmon m Epick Heroes ; ud 
Virpl makes ^tat fey of himlclf^ Sam piau 

Ibid. Ptkas] A Name from Mad. The Father ofJebilles was fb called. 

Ibid. Po^ There were three Eriiiatiif one in Heaven, another on Earth, and 
a third in Hell' That on Earth is hei« intended. 

Ver. 12. fhfdtomtiiufa^ A Ruler in the Waters. 

Ver. 15. Pbj(figaiakui\ One who fwells his Cheeks. 

Ver. 3a taJlJ^ High Charaders ihould be plac'd upon Bodies of the largeft 
Site, and fineft Make : B^a, 

Ver. 31. PJicbarpax] One who plunders Graineries. 

Q,q 2 By 
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3o8 POEMS. 

By either Parent I of Monarch: Ipring ; 35 

Divine Troxartes is my Royal Sire, 
Leichomvle the Daughter of a King 

Maternal Honour claims 

Unparallel'd for wondrous Beauty flie, 
Matchlels for fceptet'd Rule and wide Dominion He. +0 

V. 
But fince on £>lid Land I place my Blils, 

Since Thou in Lakes or Marflies doft remain, 
Can Friendship fpring, where Likenels none there is ? 

Likenels, the fureft Link of Friendlhip's Chain. 
Rich Meats my nicely-judging Palate pl^fe, 45 

And Boards where choicefl Delicates abound ; 
The creamy Curd, the roughly-coated Cheefe, 

The well-fill'd Salver, beautifidly rotmd : 
Delights of Man, and honey'd Cakes I love, 
Ambrofial honey'd Cakes, Food for Satumian Jove. 50 

VI. 
What Man's inventive Luxury could find. 

Have I unbought by Gold or Sweat enjoy'd ; 

Vcr. 36. Troxartis] A Bread-eatcr. 

Vcr. 37. Ltichomyli] A Lickcr of Meal. 

Vcr. 38. Maternal liomur claims — ] The Htmfticks of Ftr^U have been 
much admired by fome very learned Cliticks, who teem to be of opioion, 
that a Verfe is oftentimes the moie perfed, the lefi 'tia finiihed. 

Nor 
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POEMS. 309 

Nor yet could Pleafiire's Charms unnerve my Mind, 

In ASts of femous Chivalry employ 'd : 
When 'gainft my Foemen I advance my Spear 55 

Oppofing to their Ranks my fev'nfold Shield, 
I teach the ViSor Warrior how to fear, 

And hardy Vet'rans to my Prowefs yield ; 
Nor fliun I deadly Danger's glorious Sight, 
Higheft in Pow'r and Rule, and foremoft in the Fighb 60 

vn. 

Not Man himlelf, not Giant Man I dread. 

But frequent to his Couch undaunted creep ; 
Inlult triumphant o'er his pillow'd Head, 

Aflail his Hands, and interrupt his Sleep. 
By Force unaided, he by fecret Train 65 

To work my Fate, his wily Engine bends ; 
Where profer'd Banquet covers certain Bane, 

And Death infidious from a Wire depends. 
My Steps with hoftile Ken Grimalkin eyes ; 
At me, with Talons arm'd, the Bird of Pailas flies. 70 

Ver. 70. Bird of PaUas] This was the aoticQt Enblem of Wiiaom, as it is- 
the modern one of Folly. It is unaccountable that this Falfage Ihould be left 
without any Explanation in the Firft Edition ; for many a Fine Gentleman 
Icnows nothing of ^allaSy but would prefcntly be acquainted with this Bird, 
when told in plain Engliih, 'tis an Owl. 



Vm. Gm- 
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3IO P O E M & 

vm. 

GuiMALEiN moft, (b Jove ordaina, I kai. 

Of Eli HOUSE R fierce the fiercer Scm; 
Whofe Malice ever ivatchfiil, ever near, 

Retir'd to chinky Lab)rrinth<, I fliun : 
Impervious Creeks lecuie Retreat afford, jg 

Your foreign Fare incurious I deCpiS^ 
The. wat'ry Radifli, and th' infipid Gourd, 

And taftelels Greens, which Frogs amphibious prize ; 
Danger might Change eniue ; mj prefent State 
Unenvy'd let me kcep^ nor envy Others' Fate, 80 

IX. 
Physignathds half finiling, ibft reply'd, 

Thy Princely Virtues thou haft largely told. 
Thou leem'ft in Meats Id place peculiar Pride, 

Land-bred, defpifing what the Waters hold. 

Ver. 71. ys yow ordMns^"] Iimomerable are the Tnftances of Warriors dung- 
ing their Fears upon the Gods ; nothing Ids than Immortals thonkl cm Stop 
a Dim€di ot j^ax. The like Excufe is uftd even by the Gods themieives, in 
favour of 0£fender3 ; 

Hhti tibi Tyndaridis faciti iimfa hactent, 

CalpMi^vt Paris — ^— 
Ver. 72. EUmoafer'^ The Word Cat being very iiuniliar, is avoided as too 
low. It is rcquifite alfo to inform the Curious, that not only 'Eiimoa/er hirofel^ 
but his Son GrimaUdti was of that Species : for without this Caution, he might 
be thought of a dilfercnt Kind, which is very frequent in Poetry, witnels 
jMfiter and bis OiTspring Sarpedooj and many others. 

Am- 
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Amphibious Frogs can greater Wonders fhow. 85 

If now tliou lift a Journey new t' aiiky. 
Countries remote and Manners ftrange to know, 

Paft without Peril is the wat'ry Way : 
Plac'd on my Back, Thou may'ft fecurdy ride, 
While I with skilful Strokes difpart the yielding Tide. 90 
X. 
He fpoke ; his Shoulders low the Monarch bends, 

PsicHARFAx, clafping clofe his flimy Neck, 
The profcr'd Seat light-vaulting foon alcends. 

And rides triumphant o'er the Subjed Lake. 
While yet the Banks, receding by degrees, 95 

Not quite conceal'd in rifing Waters lay. 
The Swimmer's Guifc uncouth well-pleas'd he fees, 

Whofe Art and Strength united win his Way, 
High o'er the Iwelling Waves his Limbs were Spread, 
Floated his Bofom prone, upheav'd his dewy Head. 100 
XI. 
Soon as his native Land appear'd no mote, 

The trembling Moufe fliook with unwonted Fears : 
It booted nought his Raihnels to deplore. 

Or fhed with ill-tim'd Grief rqwntant Teais : 

With 
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With ftrifteft Gripe he dings, with Ihrilling Plaints 105 

Lamenting loud, the diftant Shores he fills ; 
His Fear-fick Heart with Throbs unufual pants, 

Approaching Death his Soul with Horror thrills. 
To Gods fupreme he lends his fuppliant Pray'r, 
Whofe unavailing Sounds are 'iperft in idle Air. no 

XII. 
AserftEuRopA, oa Pbtenicidi Strand, 

Was mounted fportive on Saturnian Jove ; 
When fwift th' enamour'd Bull forfook the Land, 

Bearing to diftant Crete his Freight of Love : 
She wail'd her Country loft, nor hop'd Return, 115 

For inftant Death the riling Surges threat ; 
With trembling Hand Ihe grafp'd his bending Horn, 

High from the Waves flie ftmink her quiv 'ring Feet ; 

Vcr. 1 10. Whofe utiavailiv^'] Prayers of good Men arc commonly fuccefeful 
io Epick ; but PJicharpax had been guilty of great Indifcretion, to hazard bis 
Life for mere Curiofity. — It is obicrvabic, there is not one Simile in the Poem 
to this Place, which is above a feventh Part of the whole. \iT.Clarkif who fcems 
as good a Critick as a Divine, points out the fame Beauty in the firft Iliad. 
'Tis true, Mr. ^ddifoii declares he fliould hardly have thought the woric of it, 
if it had as many as the firft j^eid : However, it could not then have been fo 
limplci^ nay, perhaps it might have been more foflill, had the Poet left out two 
Words, wherein he compares ^hxbiis to the Night, and Tbetis to a Miii. 

Vet. III. Js erjt'\ Some fay Homer has given the Gods fuch Manners, as 
turn them into mere Swine : Boffii. Here yiipiter is changed into a Brute 
indeed, but into one of a noUcr Species, tho* in Manners, it mult be owned, 
jo£liaed to Lafcivioufnefs. 

Shrieking 
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POEMS. 313 

shrieking unheard ; nor Objed meets her Eyes, 
Save broad and boundlels Seas, and wide expanded Skies. 1 20 
XIII. 
So fiir'd the Prince whom o'er th' extended Lake 

Lightfbot Pelides onliis Shoulders bear, 
When lo I tremendous Sight I a crefled Snake, 

Whofe blood-ihot Eyes glar'd terrible from far. 
Erea, with Scales of Gold his Bolbm glow'd, 125 

While far behind his waving Wreaths extend. 
The Frog, unmindful of his Godlike Load, 
Deferts difinay'd his newly-chofen Friend, 
His deftin'd Gueft ; to ihun th' unequal Foe;, 
Dives fudden to the Deep, and fvrims lecure below. 130 

XIV. 
Loft in a Wild of Waves the Mods e divine, 
Deferted, helplels, comfortlefi, forlorn. 



Ver. laa. l^ht-fxt fiKdu'\ It i» not flrange to give Epitheta to Ferfbna 
open Occaliona which have no Relation to them : BoiUau, , Aa may appear 
even from Viriil bimielf fomctimcs ; 

Sfiim Pius jStieas diSis t^atur amaris, 

Ver. 117. GcO-fih. vcr. 131. Divifii] This Phnlc ia not ufcd to Ggmfy 
Petle^on, bat Ibme particular Qgalificatiaa or Advantage, ^atroeku ia called 
equal co a God, when be is lighting a Fire.— Eufiatbius, 

Rr Now 
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Now headlong finks, emerges now fupine, 

And Spams the fi>lid Wave, a while up-bom. 
Vain ftniglii^ his enfeebled Sttength impairs, 13^ 

Striving t' fivoid inevitable Fate : 
But as his Force grows lels, his moiften'd Hairs 

His Limbs o'etbutthen with redoubled Weight 
Yet e'er the flittiog Life ha Hold foribok. 
Oft rifing, fiqkiog oft, tbefe winged Words he Qxike. 140 
XV. 
Shalt Thou Fhysignatbus, PsicHARrAX flay. 

Whom Thou in equal Field durft never face ; 
Thy more dun Match in ev'ry Martial Play, 

In Grading fbonger, fleeter for the Kace i 
My Death, Pelides may rq>ent too lat^ 14J 

If injur'd Thsuis hear my dying Cries; 
In Arms my Subjeds may revenge my Fate, 

For Thunder-loving Jove has righteous Eyes : 
Then Thou -7— Th' Abyfi his finking Trunk receive^ 
His haughty Soul out-breath'd her Corie reludant leaves, ijo 



V<r. 14$. Ihmt tbe Goddefi of JutKe. 

Yet. 149, nm tlnm — ] h vu the Opmioa of the Anticata, that Hcno, 
Jqft upon the Foint of Scitb, hid the Gift of Elophccjr. 



XVI. Nigk 
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XVI. 

Nigh the Lake's Marge a Moufc there ia^j ftnod 

Leichopikax, bdd by Psichabfax dear,' 
The Prince's Cries re-ecchoing feom the Flood, 

With well-known Sounds pierc'd liis atteodve Ear. 
Abundant Tears he fhed, and mad widi Grief 155 

Howl'd diie, but filenc'd with redounding Si^s, 
In hopes of Vengeance pkc'd his fele Relief; 

Quick to Troxaktes King of Mies he flies, 
Th' unwelcome News impatient to relate. 
The Frog's unkii^ly Crime, and young Psicharpax's Fafe. 

xvn. 

Rage fir'd the Kii^ tho' now the Ev'ning Sua 

Hailed dechning to his Weftem Home, 
Yet fwift as Thought the fweet-voic'd Heralik run. 

The Peers to fummon to Troxartbs' Dome. 
Soon as the rofy-finger'd Nfom appear'd 165 

To Gods immortal, and to mortal Man ; 
Up from his Couch divine Troxartes rear'd, 

( His Nobles met ) the great Conitilt b^an : 
Paternal Care kmr'd in his clouded Look, 
While to th' Afiembly thus th' »q>-rifing Monarch Jpbke. 170 



Ver. 15s. Ltiib^nm] A Lickcr of DUho. 

R r 2 XVItt Ye 
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xvm. 

Ye Mice bdov'd, Uxda, Nobles, Barom, Peers, 

Slain is tlie Heir of our Imperial Thraoe ; 
War unprorok'd, the Publick juftly fear^ 
Tho' yet the War is &ll'n on Me alone : 
Three Sons, of nuptial Joys the Fledges dear, ^75 

From me dieir lucMefi Father have been rent 
By &an adveife: My fiift and ddeft Care, 

In Flow'r of Yean^ on youthful Play intent^ 
Whilfl he his Care incautious did htegOi 
By ftem Grihalein fellj our never-lated Foe. i8o 

XIX. 
The next had liv'd, had not inhuman Man 

With novel Art hatch'd an accuift Device ; 
The tieach'rous Door afibided Entrance plain, 

Avoidkis Ruin to believing Micb, 
By Men a Moufe-trap nam'd : This Engine dire, 185 

My fecond Hope from Life and Empire tore ; 
Heedlefs he touch'd a latent raagick Wire, 

Down fell felf-clos'd tb' inevocable Doca- : 
Imprifbn'd fure, when leaft fulpefiing Guile, 
Dying he found too late th' iohofpitable Wile 190 

XX. Psi- 
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POEMS. 317 

XX. 
PsiCHARPAx, well-lov'd Prince, did yet remain, 

To Me, and to \m fondling Mother dear. 
Whom late Pelidss King of Frogs hasflain, 

Nor Funeral Wailings can attend his Bier. 
War, War at once, let all our Realms declare, 195 

If Wrongs provoke, or Thirft of Vengeance warms ; 
Inflant our Swords and Lances we prepare. 

Our limbs adorning bright in temper'd Arms. 
He fpoke ; the Mice obey their King's Commands, 
Rage iwell'd their glowing Breafts, and arm'd their mighty 
XXI. [Hands. 

From azure Heav'n alights deftroying Makt, 

Who Wan and Blood his lavage pleafure made, 

T' equip the Mice ; and calls the needful Art 

Of Vulcan, Lemnian Limper, to his Aid: 

Black' 

Ver. Ip3. Nor Fauiral Waitstigt\ The Lofi of Burial waA cfleemed a veryv 
great AffliAion, we bave doc aoy Records left coocemiiig the Manner how 
Mice buried their Dead : An EbquiTy mto that Piece of Antiqoitjr woold be 
highlj fatie&dory to the Curiou* 

Ver.. 201. Martfl By an Archaifmua fromMarJi UteSpfffir. HewaatUe 
God of War, by whom jfreitbaus had hia Armoor given him : allegorically he- 
figoifies Brutal Force. 

Ver. 104. yitkan,'] The God of Fire, who nude the Armour- of Gtaaces,. 
Jebifhtj &c. It is the Happinels of a Poet •:^, raifc. the obfcurcft' Circnm- 
fiances into the firongeft Point of Light : — Eaftatbiiu. Mart muft be owned 
as proper a Feribo to delire this Favour of VatceMf inbehalf of thofi who bad' 
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Blackfmith divine I vaft Strokes on Anvils beat, 205 

His Task inceffant huge Pyracmok plies; 

Whole Lemms glows, 'till now the Work compleat, 
Thick Groves of polifli'd Needles bright arife : 

Needles, that warhke Lances reprefent. 
Needles, the brazen Gift of Mars armipotent. 210 

xxn. 

I^ by the God through Midnight's blackeft Gloom, 

The WaniOT Mic e a bold Excurfion make ; 
The Stalks of Beans, now paft their flow'ry Bloom, 

Gnawn (heer for Greaves th' audacious Spoilers take j 
Squadrons well-booted ! Lo, a nobler Prey 215 

The Trunk of Elimouskr Ipread the Land: 
Home they with toil the fpacious Hide convey. 

Which TvcHins, Prince of Leather-dreffeis, tann'd: 
A Moufe far-fam'd ; this for their Shields they bore. 
As erft Nemean Spoils renown'd Alcides wore. 220 

never oficoded him, as Villus was in Virgil to delire it &jt her illegitiniace Son. 
A Woman in thcfe Days would not be vcrj likely to prevail with her Spoofe, 
bj.putting him in mind that flic had made him a Caclcold. 

Ver. lit. Led'] An Epick Poet fliould order the Machines fo, that his Ac- 
tion fliould Hand in no need of them. How many Gods does Virgil makes ulc 
of to raile a Storm, which happened at the riling Orion ? Tis well oblervcd, 
Dii iiifi dati oceajioitt nocert noii fojfum ; — Boflti. Thus the Mice might have 
^aw*d a few Beao-ftalks without any AfCHance from two Divinities, but thea 
the A^ott had not been fo fit for Che E^o^, 

XXin. Strong 
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XXIII. 
Strong KutHidt Casks of Proof their Temples guard, 

Nodded Aeir Crefts of Elimohser's Hair. 
And now the valiant Mice for Fight prepar'd, 

Thick-thronging, rufli by thoufands to the War. 
So from an hdUow'd Rock, at ^ring's Return, 225 

The Bees their fwarming Nations endlefi pour, 
Which here by Winds dilperft aloft ate borne. 

There fell in Clufters on the vernal F low'r. 
A dreadful Gleam their poliih'd Needles yield. 
And auburn. Nutlkel Helms imbrown the verdant Field. 230 
XXIV. 
Of hoftile Armies rais'd and Dangers near. 

Fame to the F&ogs the direful Tidings bore; 
Physignathu s, appall'd with guilty Fear, 

Summon'd his watry Legions to the Shore, 
To learn the dreaded Truth ; th' imperial Tent 33 j 

Is rais'd on Land, the llimy Nobles meet. 
Council auguft I whenby Troxaktes lent 

Enter'd the Camp Embasichytrus great. 

Grac'd with a Herald's Crown, a gallant Mouse, 

More than his Sire renown'd, his Sire Tyroglyphus. 24a 

XXV. Intent 
Vcr. 338. BmbtJuhpTiul A Creepa into Pots. 
Ver. 340. Jjng^fftiuJ] A Chccfc-lcoapcr. The aaticnt Eocta fecm to hive 
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XXV. 
Intent and filent flood the Lake-bom Bands. 

Ye Frogs amphibious, dauntlefi he began. 
Divine Troxartes King of Mice demands 

Impartial Vengeance for his murder'd Son : 
Whom late fednc'd by fome deceitful Train 245 

From Land, where fubjed Mice might help or hear. 
Light-foot Felides King of Frogs has flain. 

Nor Funeral Wailiogs can attend his Bier : 
Or yield to Death deferr'd your guilty Guide, 
Or proffer'd War accept 4 accept, and be defy'd. 250 

XXVL 
This Qmke, retir'd Embasichytrus bold. 

The Watry Nation trembled at his Threat : 
When fliait t' inflame anew their Courage cold, 

Lightfoot P e L I D E s ftarted irom his Seat : 

fceea endued by Jpollo with the Fropeity of knowing all Things psd, prefenc, 
«fid to come, which a careful Reader may perceive by their Writings. This 
was probably the very Moufe which was caught in a Trap by Taffy ; and I 
wonder he was not named by the Author of Mii/cipala j who has alio over- 
looked another Tcftimony of the Antiquity of the JVellb in Viriit, who mentions 
Swam in his .Sjii'ti^ Ntcmn Bvatmn ^hrygiam, 

Vcr. 148, ^w Futieral TTailitigs'] Repetitions are bcft when left to the Rea- 
der's Pleafure to make whenever he fees occalion, by which he may deferve as 
much Reputation as the Author himielf could have merited by thoic Flowers : 
If a loog Book mull needs be had, 'tis but going over any Fart again and 
again, and the Work is done. 

No I 
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., . XXXIIt 

The Subjoft Go4s came at the Royal Call, 

All that Ambtofia eat, and NeBar quaff'd ; 
Stern Murd'rer Ma us, that {hakes the guarded Wall, 

Diana fair rqoicing in her Shaft, 
Earth-fliaking Neptunk ftrong by Seas obey'd, 325 

Far-(hooting PHoe.BVs golden-hair'd unfhom, 
Pallas ethereal Spihfter, Uue-ey'd Maid, : 

And Venus Laughter-loving, Ocean-bom, 
Vulcan, fire-nJing Pow'r in Lemnos own'd, ^ . 
Emprefs of Heav'n white-arm'd, great Juno goldoi-thron'd. 
XXXIV. 
There too the Goddeffcs of Founts and Trees, 

And yellow Ceres: crown'd with Corn was feen. 
The NEREips all, Spawn of the fruitful Seas, 
And beauteous Thetis, Silver-footed Queen, 



Vcr. 311. The Suhjeff Gods] Po«ts divided the Divine Attributes aff itwerw 
into &> many Ferfona, becaufc ttic Infirniity of a liuman Mind cannot rufiidently 
conceive, and CKptaiafo n)Dcl> Power and A&ion in a Simplicity fo great and 
^ivilible as that o£ God : And perhaps they were Jealous of the Advantage 
they reaped from fuch excellent and rc6ned Learnifl^, and which they thought 
the vulgar Part of Mankind was not worthy o£ B^. 

Ver. 331. tbtre too] Ver. 333, tbt Nertic/s] Neptatie and the reff of the watry 
Peitics are prefcnt at the Council of the Gods ; bccaufc Waters fupply the Aii* 
with Vapours, and by that means pals into ^he j'Ether. See £///?fl;i?iaj on the 
Subje^ who will alfo give you the Reafcns of moft of the Epithets here ap- 
ply\l to the Gods. 

Fairr- 
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Fair-hair'd Latona, and Alcibes ftrong, 335 

H E B K, whom Bloom cdeftial never ftdes, 
Bacchus, the twice-boih Viftor ever young, 

Inexorable Pluto, King of Shades, 
Sad Pkosekfine his melandiolly Love, 
And all the baie-born Seed of Cloud-compelling Jove. 3+0 
XXXV. 
Above die cold, Olympus' fnowy Height, 

And leafy Ida's ever-verdant Hill, 
Was built th' Imperial Palace, ftarry bright, 

Wbofe vaidty Dome the Gods aflembled fill : 
The Seats of Heav'n, at Jove's commanding Nod, 345 

Marlhall'd themjfelves, miracidous t» view I 
Each golden Throne. wrought by ihe Bbckfinith God, 

Spontaneous tx»k its Rank in Order due ; 

Vcr. 33S. 'Pluto^'] He was not introduc'd into Homtr's Aflembly ; but as 
thtt fccms a Hardihip upon one who is honoured with the Title of Jupiter^ as 
w«ll'a«'hif elder Brother, he is here admitted into the Council. 

Vcr. 3.^. lutd att the ka/t-^rti] timtr always exprefles a great Kiodods £or 
BaAafda,. of which we need dclire no fttongcr Proof tfaatt fail filling Heavan 
vith them : On the other tide he makes Marriage and Difcord inleparablc, 
and y of iter vaiyasa are fot ever fcolding. Here not tbs Moral but the Alle.- 
gory ia to be oblcrved. 

Vcr. 345. tbt Statu'] Viilcan'% Worknianfliip being aoifjiatcd, does not deviate 
at all Irom Probability \ bccaufe a God can do more difficult Things than tbeie, 
and all Matter will obey him. Bcfidcs Arijlotlt aifijrcs us, the Wonderful is the 
diilinguifhing Chara^er of £pick, and proceeds therein even to the UnreafoD- 
able : a Remark as juft and well-grounded as any in his whole Art ofPcttry, 

And 
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And Sflver Trevets fat the meaner Thitxig, 
Inftind with fubtle Life, iilf-moving kap'd along. 350 

XXXVI. 
Ye Pow'is inunottal, Male and Femak, hear, 

The Royal Father iaid, and diiriier bend 
Your iharpen'd Sight, where yonder Anns ^peaf, 

Say whether Nanoa fhdl dK Godt be&iend : 
Speak you that puipoie as AtmUors bdd, 355 

For Frogs or Mice to leave th' ttfatieal Coaib, 
Array'd and ardent for die Fight behold 

The great, the warlike, the heroick Hoftt ; 
80 sang'd the Cload-begotten Centaurs flood, 
Sa fi-own'd on Pitlgriii 'P\ain, the Giaitt EaitJi-bom Brood. 
XXXVH. 
And Tliou, dear Daughter of nsf lab'iing Biain, 

Athenian Pallai, wilt thou reft lecure. 
And view the direful Shock, the Wounds and Pain, 
Which mortal Frogs from moital Mice enduref 
Or elle to pious Mice aflbid diine Aid, 36$- 

Who conftant as diine annual Feaft tetunu, 
Have due attendance at thy Temple paid. 
Where, whilft the c(»ifecrated Vidim bunis, 

With 
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With myftick Dance, in Honour of the Day, 
Circling thine Altar's Verge, religioufly they play ? 3 70 

XXXVIII. 
With anfw'ring Words the Blue-ey'd Maid replies : 

To tread mine awful Courts the Mice prefumc ; 
To (hare, unhid, ray fcflal Sacrifice, 

Allur'd with grateful Scent of holy Fume ; 
■ And oft from facred Lamps the needful Oil 375 

The facrilegious Rav^ers purlom. 
And nibbling oft my flow'ry Garlands fjjoil ; 

Nor fears the puny Race my Pow'r Divine, 
Nor Helm, nor Goat-skin Shield, nor Lance they dreadi. 
But ev'n with Ordure vile prophane my Statue's Head. 3 80 
XXXIX. 
Tho' Wifdom's Pow'r could flight Difgiaoe alone. 

With L06 embittefd, 'tis feverer far; 
My Veil which flam'd with. Gold, with Purple fhone. 
With impious Gnawings barb'roufly they mar. 
•: , Griev'd for the Work Divine, fo rudely tore, 385 

I courted venal. Danlfels by Reward, 

Vcr. 36p. wftb myjiick t)aiicr^ The reputable Dancing among the Antients 
was faid by fonie.tp. be .invented by Afw^ri'ti. , > 

Vcr. 371. Btiit'ty'd\ The Gretk might be tranilated Owl'gy'J; but that 
would not be fo agreeable to the modern Gctbick Tafte, as it was to the antient 
Simplicity. 

. The 
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No I by this Scepter's facred Wood I fwear, 255 

Hereditary Pledge of Royal Pow'r, 
Which dying Peleus gave to Me his Heir, 

Which erft our great Progenitors had bore, 
Through Centuries of Years deliver'd down 
From HydrocjETEs old, foil Founder of our Throne. 260 
XXVII. 
Slain by himfelf, the Princely Moufe expir'd. 

Nor fell untimely by Your Monarch's Crime ; 
But near the Lake, while envious he admir'd 

How youthfiJ Tadpoles wanton'd in their Prime, 
Steer'd by their Strength of Tail, like them he iought 265 

To fwim, which Nature has to Mice deny'd; 
Prefiimptious Reptile I loon th' audacious Thought 

Dear-rueing, overwhelm'd in Waves he dy'd. 
Nor War, nor Vengeance to his Ghoft is due, 
Like Fate ihould all expeS, who dare to rival You. 270 



Vcr. 355. No ! hy this\ The Scepter was the iblemn Oath of Kings ; Virgil 
and Valerias Flaccus imitate Homer in malting it fo. It poetically acquaints ua 
with the high Dc(ccnt and hereditary Right of the Hera 

Vcr. 160. Hydrocgtes] One who lies in the Waters. 

Ver. 261. Siaia hy bim/eif] It cannot be denied that Fhyjtgtuithus fwcars to 
a Lie ; but it muft be confidcrcd, iays Bo^», The great Art of Kings is the 
Myftery of DiOimutation. This is the Charader which the Greek Poet gives 
UlyJJeSt and it is rcprefented as a true and folid Virtue, and commended by 
Minerva hcrlelfl 



S s XXVin. Like 
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XXVIIL 

Like Fate let all the treach'tout Lmcage tait 

If prudent Fitoos My timely Coun&l take, 
Rang'd on the Bank their Onfet to attend, 

Where the fteSp BroW hangs pendent o'er Ae Lake ; 
His adverle Mouse each by the Helmet feize, eyj 

And fudden grappling caft him headlong down ; 
Safe will we leap the wonted Precipice 

At once, and diving deep their Aitny drown, 
Opprefi'd with weighty Mail, to fwim unskill'd : 
So lliall we win With eole an unconceAed Field. 280 

XXIX. 
Laden with Spoils, Vidorious will we raife 

A glorious Trophy for a Nation {kin. 
He fpoke ; the Aiouting Frog s their Monarch piaiie, 

Pitch'd on the Bank, detennin'd to remain j 
Forth iiom the Waves the num'rous Squadiom move, sSg 

Eager their Uquid Fortrelles to leave. 
Such was the Will of Counfd-giving Jove, 

And &ge MinsrvX, praiJUs'd to deceive: 

Vcr. 288. praSit'd to Jtciivi.'] Miturva pcrAuded tbe Truant to break Hie 
League ; for which Breach afterwarda Hi&nr fell b^ Poetical Jnfticc,. whom- 
ihe cheated and told Liea to in the Shape of Dtspbtbm^ to betray him iotO' 
the Haoda of Jcbilitff bat Frodence coofifta, we are told, io Diffiomlatiaa. 

While 
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while wav'riBg Mais promoting bloody Jar, 
Again from Heav'n defcencb, and arms them (ot the War. 290 
XXX. 
With Maks, the Trident-bearer KErTtfNE went. 

The Ocean's Sov'reign, and allotted Lord, 
And friendly Aid to Frogs amphibious lent. 

For Froqs the watiy Deities ador'd. 
He bids the Seas produce their fecret Store, 39 j 

And lay their Treafures on the neighb'ring Strand : 
The Seas obfequious on the Banks out pour 

Unnumber'd Cockle-ilidls as thick as Sand, 
Diftina with Golden Specks of paleft Red, 
Rich vatious-colour'd Helms, to grace and guard the Head. 
XXXI. 
Bieaft-plates of Beets, of Mallows Greaves they cho&, 
Becoming Arms for martial Frogs to wear ; 

Ver. iSp. fyhili istpo'ritii Mars] It is the Bafinefs of this God ever to fbrti^ 
the weaker Side to keep up the Broil } he is called wavering, bccanie Vi&ory 
is always changing Parties. 

Ver. 291. ellottid Lord,'] Japittr the eldeft Brother had the Eaft, ^lato the 
Weft> and Neptaut the Sea. 

Ver. 197. The Seas obfequious'] See the Note opon the arming the Mice, i 2 1 1, 
to which may be added this line Remark of the laft cited Author : *' To «- 
« prefsPhyfical Truths poetically, we muft not fay, Salt prclcrvesdead Bodies, 
" or Flics fill them with Maggots ; but that JcbiUes^ fearing the hot Seafon 
" might taint the Carcalc of his Friend, gets his Mother Thetis^ Goddcfs of 
** the Sea, which is Salt, to perfume it with Ambrolia. 

S f 2 Thick 
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Thick Leaves of Cabbage ligjit their Shields dm^I^ 

Whofe Ijxjngy Texture deads the thrilling .Sjpear : ' 
Their Lances ftiiF were fliarpljr pointed Reeds 305 

Erefl, which for their Ev'ning Shadow caft. 
Now Sable-mantled Night advanc'd her Steeds, 

The Deities back to Oljrmpus hafte ; 
Soft <iowny Slumber all the Gods o'erlpread, 
And Jove Supreme reclin'd, unfleeping on his Bed. 310 
XXXII. 
At length, the Saffion-vefted Morning ihin'd. 

To Godi and Men di/Kifiag orient Light ; 
Satumian Jove weigh'd iii his prudent Mind 

The various Fortunes of the future Fight : 
Events important I from his awfiil Throncj 315 

His Purpofe wife, the Thund'rer thus reveal'd : 
Fly, Hekmes, heav'nly Herald, MAiA'sSon, 

And parti-colour'd Iris, airy-heel'd; 
Th' immortal Race to Council bid repair, 
Summon'd from Heav'n and Hell, and Earth, and Sea, and Air. 



Ver. 51a aed yovi} It woold be a Search worthy of fomc learned Cridck,. 
to fiad why Jupiter wcnc to Bed, wheD he knew he fhoutd not fieep. 



XXXIU. The 
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The mun'rous Breaches inftant to reftore. 

The num'toiis Breaches artful they repair'd, 
And now with Clamours Jioud demand their Hire, 
Nor find I Gold to pay, juft Reafon for mine Ire. 390 

XL. 
Nor yet can Frogs amphibious Succour claim, 

Unwife, impertinent, loquacious Kind I 
When parch'd with Thirft from Batde erft I cam^ 

To drink the Brook my Lips I low inclin'd ; 
Untimely paddling in the Bev'rage clear, 395 

With gritty Mud they ftain'd the promis'd Draught. 
Kor lets their grating Voice difturb'd mine Ear, 

When fpent with lei^ of Toil, for Reft I fought ; 
They chas'd Iweet Slumbers fiom my weary Sight, 
And Imlhly croaking loud, prolong'd the tedious Night 400 
XLL 
Mean time, like Pains my throbbing Temples wound. 
As Jov E luftain'd fiom Me his Daughter bom, 
. Mother and Sire in one ; nor Reft I found, 

'Till crowing Cocks proclaim'd the welcome Mom. 



Vcr. 391. Horyet eon] Obfcrve the Charafter of Frodeace, who acquits nei- 
ther Side, and refufes toengage on either with any Diiadvantage to herfelfl 



Tt For 
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For neither Army let Iromortats fight, 4°S 

Or needlefs tempt the C)»ngers of the D»y ; 
Since Scents of Denth our heav'nly Minds delight, 

Reclin'd fecuiely we at diftance ftiy. 
I ftay, defert that pleafe their bleft Abode, 
To meet fuch Foes in Arms is Daring for a God I . 410 
XLU. . 
She ended Speech, and ail the lift'ning Crowd 

In hollow Whifpers muimur'd an Afient; ' 
Whom Jove addreilu^ fttin in Threatnings loud, 

.SdHwk withla.Nod the hnzea Firinameiit; 
Whate'er i&fli God attempts Diflention now, 415 

And dares with Me their Sor'rtign to ctintend. 
Let S^x infernal bind the Sdtma Vow, 
- > Him, lieadtoBg o'er Heaven's Battieine»<» Ml fend; ' 

Ev'n JuN o's felf Ihall from lier Throne be driv'n. 
Sifter and Wife pf J o v e, ^ Great Snltanefi of Heav'n. 420 

Vcr. 407. Jif/ei Scefits] The Harmony of Things fprings from Difcord; 
wherefore Jupitir witf diverDed at'th^tXragreeauccof the Gods tfaCBaiclVes ; 
So other Imoiortals oiay be fuppofed plcafcd with the Battle of Frogs aod 
Mice. 

Ver. 410. Daring far a GcS} This ia to be underflood allegorically. The 
honeft old Arcbbilhop oi Tbtffaloaka ingenuoally acquaints us in his Comment 
upoa thfi ^0. lliad^ tbwt jfk tiegf>ry WM iiweiit^d ia QrdcE tfy ioLvff the Ablusdi- 
tics which, would otbctw^ appear in. tJu anticnt "Writers. And ,1 njuft oocc 
for all inform my Reader, if he 6nds any Faifage he cannot well account for, 
he muft take it for granted. There is an Allegory in it. 

XLIII. Tho' 
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r :■ -■ : , xjju. -, :h'ir::-i :' ■■ : / ^ ■ .• 

Tho' more than Goddefi lov'd «?, Woman flie, 

Than Ceres beauteoiit,Q^eei|j witji golden H^, 
Than B ACQ pu a' Parent, Theton S«'uei>X] 

Than DamaB, AcKisius' Daoght^ 1^, 
1. :.0£wbon»gre^t'PmisEO« fprung; tho' feyour'd mpre 435 

Than thofc whofe double Births increas'd my Line ; 
She that, of Phcbnix' Blood defcended, bore , . 

MiNoj die Juft, and Radamanth divine: 
She tbiH, on Lands and Seal long-wand' ring feen, 
To.Heiv'n a PHce'ftPjs gave, to Woods a^untrefs .Qjjeen. 430 
■•■ i XLIV. • 

Juno, more dear than ever Dame was dear. 

If now with Mice or Fkogs Ihe dares to treaty 
Sore will I fcourge,- fu^ended high in Air, 

And lack'd with pond'rous Anvils at her Feet 

Vcr. 4it. 7^' mn thti] Jm ift the Iliad mlku bis Speech to yum. A 
Man's Love to tlic Sex in general, nay be no ill Recommendation to a parti- 
cular Woman,, even to a viitnous Matron; tbo* I &ncj it could never make 
hiin more in fitvour with his own Wife, whatever loAuencc it ftiigbt have on 
the Wife of another, unlefs Nature was a verj^iiiTcrent Thing in Homtr'a time 
fi^m what it is in our degenerate A^. 

Ver. 434. foit^roiis Jtivils'] The Phyfical Meaning feems very a ppaimt. 
Jam the Air has two Elements, Earth and Water, at her Feet, c^'d Anvils, 
becaufe in them only Arts are cxercilcd. The Moral intimates, that good 
Honfewives ftiould Hay at home \ — Dmht. There is another MoraJ equally 
plain, overlooked by the learned French-woman, viz. That Husbands upon 
extraordinary Occalions, may beftow upon their Wives corporal CorrciSion, 
If the Fair Sex now think this brutal, 'tis merely out of falfc Delicacy. 

T t 2 When 
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when Hands tefiftlefi on my Qsj^** I W> 435 

Inferior Gods, your due SubmifCon learn. 
Trembling the filent Deities obey. 

Strait warlike Trumpets breathe out Qiurage flem. 
Hornets, who founding bid the Battles join, 
While Jove &om cloudlefi Heav'n high thund'ring gave tfaeSgn. 
XLV. 
The Frog Hypsiboas the fiift advanc'd. 

His Jav'lin at Leichenor ftrong to throw; 
The right-aim'd Spear his Shield and BoTom lanc'd, 

Thiough-pieic'd he fell to Earth, and groveling low, 
Soil'd in the Dufl his Hairs. Peleion brave 445 

By Moufe Troglodytes the next was ftruck. 
Nor Cabbage Target could the Hero five, 

Fix'd in his Bteaft the pointed Weapon Ihook : 
Dark Clouds of Death his fwimming Eyes o'erlpread. 
Forth fiom her wounded hold his Soul in Terror fled- 4.50 

Ver. 439. Hitrtieti] Flies might have done weH enough for Trmnpetera. 
Mnttva in the 17th Iliad infpircs Menehtas with the Courage of a Fly, which 
Compariron haa nothing of Meannefs in it j however a Homec ia more 
taeroical. 

Ver. 441. Hfpjibcas] A loud Bawler. 

Ver. 441. Ltichetter'y A Name from Licking. 

Ver. 445. ^eltioij'] A Name of the lame Signification with '^lUdit ; the Soo 
of ^tleej, i. e. Mud. 

Ver. 44^. TroghJytii] One who runs into Holes. 

XLVI. Ar- 
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XLVL 

Artophagos at Polyphonus lent, 

Nor mifi'd the Mark deiign'd, a mal^ Spear ; 

The brazen Point the fev'nfold Buckler rent. 

And paft the verdant Beet, nor flaying there, 

Trans&c'd his fwelling Cheft. It chanc'd, a Stone 455 

Lay near at hand, black, rugged, heavy, great, 

This by Lvmnocharis with Fuiy thrown, 

Cnifli'd fierce Troglodytes beneath its Weight 

Pierc'd by Seutl^eus' Lance in &tal Hour, 

Embasichytkds vaft fell like a ruin'd Tow'r. 460 

XLVn. 

Nor joy'd SEUTLiEns long, Isenor giiev'd 

Vow'd to revenge Embasichytrus (lain; 

But hafty Wrath his erring Hand deceiv'd. 

The Spear wide fwerving ftruck the diflanC Plain : 

He fnatch'd a Land-mark of enormous fize, 465 

The Burthen of the Field wherein it lay ; 

For twelve the talleft ftiongeft modem Mice 

To lift or roll it might in vain aflay : 

As 

\er.4s^. jirtopbagut] One who fee^ on Bread. — ibid. Po^j&wfiv] Agrest 
Babbler. — Vcr.457. Lymtioebariz) One who loves the LalcR— Vet. 459. StulUai'] 

Called from the Beets. Ver. 461. I/inor] One equal to a Man ; for a Moule 

nuy as eaiil^ be ftippolcd equal to a Man, as a Man equal to a God. 

Ver. 467. for twehit tbt talUJf] The Opinion of a Degeneracy of hunian Size 
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As from an Engine fliot, the Mill-ftone flies 
Full on Seutl^us' Neck, and Darknels veils his Eyes. 470 

XLvni. 

The Warrior Ptehnotroctes level'd right 

His glitt'ring Javelin 'gainft Limnisius' Head, 
yhicfa pierc'd his lifted Shield and Helmet bright. 

And inmoft Brain ; the Soul in terror fled. 
Crambophagus, with liidden Fear diiinay'd, +75 

Leap'd the fteep Bank to gain his native Lake ; 
But Pternotroctes' winged Weapon ftay'd 

His Flight, deep ent'ring his inglorious Back : 
Stretch'd on the Brink his lifelefi Corfe remain'd. 
While Rays of purple Blood, the filver Water ftain'd. . 480 
XLIX. 
Pternoglyphus by Calaminthius feen. 

His Spear advancing, ftruck the Frog with Dread, 
Who fliamelefs caft behind his Target green, 

And div'd beneath the Waves with Coward Speed. 

and Strength in the Procefs of Ages, has been very general. firgU makes a 
farther Allowance. In this Way of Thinking it will appear that Frogs and 
Mice were not fuch defpicable Animals heretofore as they are at prefent, cither 
S3 to their bodily or iotclledual Accomplilhments. 

Ver.4;;i- PtemotrcHes'] A Bacon-eater. Vcr.47a. Utimi/tits] Called from 

thC'Lake. — Ver. 475. Crambofhagits] A Cabbage-cater. Vcr. 481. yPttrnit- 

gljphiis} A Bacon-fcoopcr. Ibid. Cslaitiiiitbius] From the Herb. 

Not 
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Not fo Hydrocharis, who wrathfijl threw 485 

At Prince Pternophagus a rugged Stone; 
Right at the deftin'd Mark the Mill-ftone flew ; 

Pierc'd to the Scull, and crack'd the folid Bone, 
Nor Nutfhell Helm avail'd : wide was the Wound j 
Brains thro' the Noftrils flow'd, and Blood diftain'd the Ground. 
, L. . 
Near Hand, to ouel Fate alas too nigh, 

A harmlefs Frog Borbokoc£tes ftood. 
Who late efcap'd his careiVd Parent's Eye, 

New irom his Tadpcde State, and left the Flood 
F(X Glory : faireft of the Nation deem'd, 495 

With e/ry Gift of Cytherea gric'd: 
•This nought the ftem LEicHoriNAX efteem'd; 

Whofe ftrraigly-darted Lanoe his Forni de&c'd. 
Dead, through the Lirer ftruck, he tumUed down, 
While Streams of Ciimfon Red new^y'd his Olire Brown. 500 
LI. 
Frassophasus dragg'd with unfeemly Spite 

Cnissodioctes' Carcafe o'er the Field; 



Ver. 485. Hydrocharis} who loves lix Water. 

Vcr. 486. 'Pttrtiopbagtu} a Bacoit^cater. 

Vcr. 4pa. Borhrecatet} who lies IQ the Mud. 

Vcr, 501. 'Praffopbagas] an Eater of Garlick. 

Vcr. joa. Cti0edioif»'] one whoibUows the Stetun, of Kitchens. 



The 
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The Moufe Psicharpax, wrathful at the Sight, 

To fcreen his Friend, oppos'd his ample Shield. 
Prassophagus retiring, vainly thought 505 

To ihun, by quick Retreat, his {feedy Foe, 
Him through from Side to Side Psicharpax finote, 

With utmoft Fiuy riling to the Blow : 
Prone down he fell ; to Pluto's nether Skies, 
Where Heroes Shades remain, his Soul unwilling flies. 510 
UI. 
Pelobates diew by the Helmet's Thong 

The Warrior Artotrogus through the Duft, 
And choak'd amid the Waves : nor triumph'd long ; 

For ftrong Psicharpax through his Liver thruft 
His Javelin's deadly Point Pelusios view'd 515 

The Wound amaz'd, but gath'ring Courage new. 
Crafty a handful large of oily Mud 

At fierce Psicharpax Murrion right he threw, 
Which all bemir'd with Slime his manly Beard, 
Nigh dos'd his open Eyes, and ftifled Nofe befmear'd. j 20 

Ver. 511. Peloiates'] who walks in the Dirt. 

Vcr. 51a. Jrtotrogai] fee Artofbagus and TrMOtles, 

Ver. 515. Telafius'^ from Mud. 

Lin. The 
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Lin. 

The Mouse half blind and ftrangled, mad with Shame, 

A Stone amidft his Foes at random hurl'd. 
Which, haply had he feen with Skill to aim. 

Had fent fome Warrior Frog to Pluto's World ; 
■ The malfy Stone Pelus I us' Knee-pan broke, 525 

Which fail'd, unable to liipport its Weight 
Pelides King of Frogs a lecond Stroke 

Forbad, quick to prevent his Brother's Fate, 
He pierc'd Psicharpax* Bowels, entring in 
I>oep &r behind his Back the pointed Reed was leen. 530 
LIV. 
Forth from their bleeding Bed his Entrails flow'd. 

And fell amid the Dull around his Feet : 
With Torture leaning on his Spear he ftood, 

'Till crowding Friends fccur'd his flow Retreat 
A Lance at loud-voic'd Branchiazon thrown, 535 

Transfix'd his Groin, his Thigh the Javelin's Head 
Half-fever'd from his Trunk ; the Hand unknown. 

And whofe the Glory of fo brave a Deed. 
Hardly he limp'd from Fight, his Nerves disjoin'd. 
And tiail'd a wounded Length of dangling Leg behind. 5+0 



V<r. 53J. Branebiazoti] Cioakiiig. 

Uu LV. When 
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LV, 
Wiien lot divine Troxartis King of Mict 
Marches with fivenfold Target up to fig^t ; 
Inftant the King of Frogs Felices flies 

With utmoft Swiftnefi from his injur'd Sight 
With equal Steps the Mods e puiilied the Chafe : J45 

Swift as Latona's Seed their Arrows fluot 
Still ftood the wond'ring Hofls to view the Race ; 

For either Chief was known fo light of Foot, 
The Frog was oft by Waves unyielding borne, 
The Mods X by (lender £ars of ripe unbending Com. 550 
LVI. 
SiTOPKAODs but late had trembling fled 

The Frog's terrifick VcHce and mighty Armj. 
Calling his Shield behind, his daftard Head 

Shrowding in Reeds j no longer fearing Ibrm, 
He now the watry Monarch flying found, 555 

And ftruck his winged Heel with ludden Dart. 

Vcr. 343. 'Pelitits] This Name alludes not only to ^elos Mud, but to Jchilles 
alfo, the Son of Thith^ fo called. It is no Difgrace lor a Hero to Hy, efpe- 
ciaily having Guilt upon his Spirits. 

Vcr. 549. tbt Frog was eft} The Greek Poet iilnftrates the Swiftncfs ofEriC' 
tbotiias's Marcs, by dcfcribing them as running over the Handing Corn and Sui^ 
face of Waters, without making anyv Impredion ; And the Latin one fays the 
fame of Camilla ; which is a certain Sign of Homer's Excellency. Now a Frog 
is as likely to be borne upon the Waters, as a Heroine ; and a Mouft is not 
altogether fo heavy as a Mare. Yzr, ^^i. Sitophagris] an Eater of Wheat. 

But 
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But good Pi AS iAus fmn reveng'd the Wound, 

Transfix'd the Mod s b, and tore his haiiy Heart. 
Pelides fell'; e'er yet the fatal Stroke - 

Incens'd Troxartes ftnick, the bleeding Hero fpoke. 560 
LVII. 
O King, if Gifts may move, of Jewels fate 

My Ranfom take, a rich and precious Hoard, 
Which dying Pbleus gave to me his Heir; : . 

Which erft my great Pt-ogenitors had ftor'd. 
Spoils of the Waters; Heaps of yellow Orq 565 

My willing Subjeds for their Prince ihall give ; 
Rejed not then with Soom the profer'd Store. 

Knchain me, let me ferve^ but kt me live. 
Better alive fad Slav'ty to fuftain, 
Tlian dead o'er all the Ghofts of Chiefi and Kings t» reign. 5 70 

Lvni. 

■ By Thee PsicHARPAx fell, the Moule reply'd ; 

If Death fo terrible uppeai, die Thou. 
With cruel Spear he lanc'd his naked Side, 

Warm Streams of vital Blood his Arms o'erflow : 

Ver. 557. Pr^a,] ajled fiom G»lick. 

Vci. j£^ Butir tkvi^ It ia ao wonder the Heroes are fa oawilUag to die, 
when the Poet proridea no better Entertainment for them in the next V/orld, 
than the worfl they cootd meet with in tbia. 

U u 2 His 
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His pantii^ Boibm heaves with dying Si^it, 57J 

Hard lab'ring to tetsiin departing Breath : 
At lengdi he yields ; black Darknefi veils his Eyes, 

Seal'd in eternal Sleep of Iron Death. 
Nor ftrive the Fkogs to Icreen their Leader llain, 
From greedy ViAor's Spoil, or Fun'ial Rites to gain. 580 
LIX. 
Amidft the Prefi, young Meridakpax fijug^t^ 

Artepiiulds' Son, a Mouse divinel 
Who, breathing Wrath and righteous Vengeance, fought 

T* extirpate quite the Frog s perfidious Line. 
On whom the Gods their various Gifts beftow'd ; 585: 

Warhke as Mars who Ihakes die giurded Wall, 
As Ne ptune's wide his Cheft and Shoulders broad. 

As Jove majefticfc, as Alcides taU. 
By Troops the Warrior Frogs he flew with eafe, 
LiMNius, Hydrochab.18, Fbleus, Craugasides;. 590 

Ver. 581, Meridarfax\ one who ploiiden hia Share. 

Ver. 581. Jftipilulus] one who haa Dcligaa upon Bread. 

Ver. j86. Wartikt as Mars] When Plutarch blam'd the comparing one Man 
to fevcral Deities, that Cen&re was not palled upon Hmir as a Poet, but by 
^Itttarcb aa a Pricft : And no modern fine Gentleman fure can-think the worfe 
of any thing for its being difapproved by a Frieft in hia Sacerdotal Capacity. 
Should it be faid in his Defence, that be was a Heathen, Mr. Drjdtn cats off 
th7Lt'i\ei-^-PriiJis of alt RiUpons arttbe famt—' It muft be owned they are 
corrupted to the utmoft, if they be fillen in their Morals to fo low a Degree, 
that the firft Stone may juftly be thrown at them by Poets. 

Ver. 59a Limijius'] of the lame Import with Umtjifiasj called from the Lake. 

LX. While 
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LX. 

WhilA dealing Death thus Meridarpax fares, 

A fecret Path his choien Squadrons take, 
And feize the num'rous PafTes unawares 

Betwixt the croaking Hoft and neighbomr Lake. 
Now Slaughter reigns : whole Show'rs of Weapons flow 595 

On Meridarpax' Leathern Shield in vain; 
The Folds npti the Points. And liirely now 

His Hand impartial had the Nation flain, 
Had not hi^ Jove beheld the Frogs diftteft, 
Aad tlius with gracious Lips his Offipring Gods addieft. 600 
LXL 
Hear, ev'iy Pow'r of Heaven, Air, Sea, and Hell ;. 

Hear, ev'ry God, and ev'rjr Goddefi hear ; 
How ftrange to Sight I hew wonderfid to tell I 

What Troops have fell'n by Meridarpax' Spear^ 
What Numbers numberlefi 1 affiled fore ! 605 

Say what of Arms or Counfel you prepare ; 
What Force can vye with Meridarpax" Pow'r? 
What Slight effe<ftual drive him from the War ? 
If not from Heav'n the Frogs AHiftance find. 
His fierce wide-wafting Arm will quite deftioy the Kiiid. 61 a 

Vcr. 5po. Craugajidtj] from Croaking. 

LXIL Pons- 
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LXU. 
Pond'ringthe Deiti« in Silence {at, 

• Hard was the Task the defp'rate Field to win ; 
Nor Prophet Phobbus open'd the Debate, 
Nor fage Minerva ventur'd to begin. 
At length impatient Mars difclos'd his Mind, 615 

Spoiler of Cities, ftain'd with human Gore, 
Scarcely lb loud tiuee thouland Warrion join'd, 

Or Ihout when %hdng, or when wounded roar : 
Thus {rom his btazen Cheft the Murd'rer {poke, 
Whilft rattling with his Voice th' extended Welkin Uiook. 640 
LXIIL 
Beware, for Gods hj mortal Arms may fnuut. 

And Wounds, and Pain, and Shame, have oft endur'd. 
Juno and Pluto felt Alcides' Dart, 

Whom P-bon's heaUng Medicines hardly cur'd. 

■ Vcr. 611. bard was the TasJC^ Neptanty in II. 13, fuppolcs the Afliftaoce of 
Japittr himfdf migbt be ufcte6 to the Tn^am ; and no wonder tbcrefbre it 
might be inelTc^ual to have the Succour of any inferior Uirinities. 

Ver. 613. mr Prapbet ^babus] ApoRo being nothing but Deftiny, ought not 
to fide with either Part before Jupiter declares himfelf 

Vcr. 614. nor fage Mimrva'] It is agreeable alfo to the Charafter of Wifdom 
to hear others fpcak firft. 

Ver. 61%. fcarcely /o huif\ This Hyperbole, ftrong as it is, yet is not extra- 
vagant : The Voice is not Human, bat that of a Deity j and the Companion 
being taken from an Army, renders it more natural with refpe<a to the God of 
War, So Polypbemii, a mere JVIortal, fliook the whole Iflc of Siciiy with his 
Cries. 

Otus 
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Otos and Ephialtss dar'd confine, 625 

Ev'n Me, for thirteen Moons in Prifon bound ; 
Till Hermes ftole me thence, fly Thief divine. 

Nor Jovi had milder Fate bom Pallas finind, 
Had not a Giant timdy Succour giv'n. 
By Men Maxon call'd, but BhAreus in Heav'n. 630 
LXIV. 
What fingle God can ftand tfa' unequal Shock ; 

From Dangers pad. Immortals, learn to fear. 
Minerva's felf would fink beneath the Stroke, 

And tinge with Ichot Merioarpax' Spear. 
Heav'n's Magazines muft arm us for the Charge : 635 

All Arms are needfiil to repel the Foe ; 
A L c I s E s' Club, M I N E R V a's Lance and Targe, . 

My Sword, and Phobbe's and Apollo's Bow. 

Vcr 6a8. aer ytme] Thetis broaght up this Succour to yafittr ; that is, the 
Watry Ekment talcmg its natural Place, put an end to that Combat of the 
Elements, which is fignified by the Wars of the Gods. 

Ver. 632. fnm Dangtrs] Tatlji and Lmgiens fay Homer makes Mortals of his 
Gods, not of the inferioi ones only. Ppbagoras and Plato tax him with In>- 
piety on this account, m whofe Tiroes the Gods were reckon'd altogether as 
corporeal as ia our Poet's Age. Bo^h owns the learned Men of Antiquity, 
either out of Pride, Envy, or Error, have gone upon wrong Grounds in a 
Matter of the higheft Importance, and deceiv'd almoft all Mankind with de- 
formed and dangerous Figures, inftead of neceflary and fblid Truths. 

Ver. 634. asd tinge with Ichor] Corporeal Deities being fubjed to Pains, ia 
not inconliftent with true Theology \ nay, Boftt afliites us, even the Adultery 
oi Man and Vttius contains a very moral LeHbn ; Tho' how to reconcile this 
with what I have juft quoted out of him, I cannot comprehend, without the 
Help of fome new Allegory. 

Saturniaa. 
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Satutnian Jo v e muft lead us to the Field, 
Ann'd with his 'vengeful Bolt, and Titan-quelling-Shidd. 64.0 
LXV. 
That Goat-skin Shield whetewith of old he fought^ 

When proud Enceladus his Throne afiail'd; 
When Giants leagu'd their promis'd Empire fought, 

And firft-bom Titans had almoft ptevail'd : 
Such Light'nings keen, as erft Typhocus vafl 64.5 

Sorely difmay'd, and wounded forc'd retire. 
When Flames fo thick the mighty Thund'rer caft. 

That fcarcely fiom the Wreck of horrid Fire 
Olympus {ununited with Snow was lav'd. 
Scarce the fuperior Heav'n, Abode of Gods, brafi-par'd. 650 
LXVI. 
Him Pallas anfw'ring, ^ake. Let all remain 

Here in their heav'nly Seats redin'd fecuxe ; 
Without partaking, view the Wounds and Pain 

Whicli mortal Frogs fix)m mortal Mice endure. 
But if our Sov reign's all-commanding Will 655 

Is fix'd to fave them from triumphant Mice, 

Ver. 644, Firft-iara Taans} l£ Homer held Birth-right to be Divbe, 'da plain 
it was on Earth only. The Titans were Rcbcia becaule they were conquered ; 
but had they gained the Vi&ory, they would have at leaft as much Right to 
the Sovereignty ot" Heaven as ever yapiter was poflefled of. The Poet was no 
Friend to PalTivc-Obedience ; and the Fatrtftis of Rcfiftance may prove their 
Foint moil irrefragably out of his Poem. 

Launch 
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Launch he hit Thunder fiott faa hdghboiir Hili, 

Or call to dreadful Fight fome High Allies, 
Whofe Strength may turn the Fortune of the Day, 
If Jovft'j high-diund'ring Arm (hould &il to pirt the Fray. 
LXVII. 
She ended Speech, and doud'COfflpdling Jove 

His thtee-fork'd Thunder takes to part the Figh^ 
With Odat-skin Shield delcending bom above, 
SwiA^ filent, black, and terrible as Night. 
In iiidden Darknefi eidier Hoft he (hrouds, 665 

Harih Thunders lowl, and blueifh Light'iungs blaze. 
Yet not for loudeft Ptals or thidceft Clouds 

His Courfe impetuous MiiitAiitAX ftays: 
Nor ceas'd the Din of War, tho' all atound 
Heav'n trembled from above, groan'd urlderneath the Ground. 
LXVni. 
As from a Viflim Bull the fever'd Meat 
To broil by Waiters on the Coak is kin, 

Ver. Mj. I& fuddtn Darlai^'} Whcti the Author hfts « mind to ftve my 
Hero in Diftrels, hi bHngs in ibme Odd to fteitl him away in a Qond : A Coo- 
SaA tmitsKd bf almofl all his OoiVBAentators ; viitOy when their iaTooritt 
Writer i» in axy Danger, confiatttly raife a DaA, that the Poet may dcape in 
the Ohicarity. 

Ver. dyr. Aifnm a VUH»\ To judge rightly^ Comparifons, ne •!« not to 
examine if the Stit^e^ irom whenoe they are derived, be great or little, noble 
or ^miliar, but if the Image prodac'd be clear and lively. 

X X Their 
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Their Eyes devour the Food : They fafting yet 

Impatient, turn the Steak, and turn again. 
So now with difappointed Jovb it iar'd, 67 c 

From Thought to Thought, from Place to Place he flies. 
His Bolt he trufts not, nor Ethereal Guard, 

For Barrier to the Frogs, his high Allies 
He calls : Sight more prodigious ne'er was fliown 
On Earth, that bears all Fruits, or Sea producing none. 680 
LXIX. 
Dteadfiil Allies ! What once their Gripe pofleft. 

So fall they gralp'd with cruel-rending daws. 
It eafier feem'd a Bone by Force to wreft 

From Hell-bom Cerberus' devouring Jaws, 
Each Champion's Mouth, or what for Mouth appears, 685 
. Yawns difmal, difcontinuous, darkfome, wide, 
Wond'roufly fenc'd with Iharply-grinding Sheers, 

Whofe Edges meeting temper'd Mail divide, 

Ver. 677. His BoW] Hotiu/s Allegory is not to be accouated (at withoat a 
deep lalight into the Egyptian aod Hierogljphical Learning ; The' his bell 
Tranflator affirms be probably ufcd old Traditioos as EmbcUilhmentB of Poetry 
only, neither taking care to explain them to the Reader, nor perhaps diving 
into their myftick Meanings himfeld Yet the belt Critick upon him Uysy thele 
Tales, unlefi taken allegorioilly, are entirely Atheiftical, and contrary to De- 
cency. A celebrated Author blames ^rtcer for making his Moral too obvious, 
a Fault \f hich the moft malignant Carper can never charge Homer with : a far 
greater Genius is rcquifitc to underftand his Fables, than open Morality has need 
o£ It rcf^uires much ftronger Teeth to crack the Shell, than to eat the Kernel. 

With 
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With leennng dotibleHeads the Monfters'threat, 
Like Amphisboena's dire in Africk's Noon-day Heat 690 
LXX. 
Hands had they none, yet what Aipplied the Place, 

Unnumber'd Aims; fcarce Briareus had more : 
Which Mother Nature clad in jetty Cafe, 

For tender Skin with Armour plated o'er. 
Fixt in their Breafts their round black Eye-balls flood, 

Their Cheft with Rows of Bone were ftrongly barr'd ; 
Their Backs like.malleable Anvils (how'd. 

Extended broad, fmooth, folid, fhining, hard ; 
Sure-proof, nor firmer Hardnels could they take, 
Tho' nine times dip'd in Styx, inviolable Lake, 700 

LXXI. 
Fit Inflruments of Jove's avenging Ire, 

Allies for Gods, tho' made of earthly Mould, 
Not triple-form'd C H i m iE r a half fo dire. 

Whom brave Bellgrophon fubdued of old. 
Oblique, untoward, aukward did they crawl 705 

Inlidious, whither tending, hard to fay : 

Vcr. 702. Jttiii] At Icaft fls capable of afltHing him agaioft the Mice, as 
Briareus to protc<a him againft the Gods. 

"Ver. 703. Triplt-fortj^d} Chm<era was feigned to have the Head of a Lion, 
the Body of a Goat, and the Tail of a Uragoa, bccaufc a Mountain fo called 
had Lions at the top. Goats in the middle, and Serpents at the bottom. Tho' 
fomc of the Antients thought it no Fidion. 

X X 2 Nu- 
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Num'roui tbor hep and Thigh^ diAorti^ aU 

Tbdr 8h«Us weU>jointed to tfadr WilU fpsrc way. 
Such Hinges fine not Vulcan's felf could blame, 
Nay, Vuu:AH'sfdffi:amdie(ehisAimaurkamttiofiaiiie. 710 
LXXIL 
Forth from the Waves their horrid Match they take^ 

By Man call'd Crass : o'erpower'd theMicE are kill'd. 
Who guard the Pafles ifluing from the Lake, 

And Jove's Imperial Purpole is ftilfill'd. 
No mortal Strength their crufted limbs could harm, 715 

Or penetrate Dame Natuke's Panoply; 
The Mice in vain around the Monfters fwarm, 

Sawn clean afunder by their Sheers they die. 
Which Ihap'd their brittle Spears, and cra/h'd their Mails, 
And crop'd their forward Heads, and lop'd their dragging Tails. 

Lxxm. 

Not monftrous Foes, the King of Mice exdaim'd. 
But Gods- averfe I fear, and hoftUe Jove; 

Tho' Gods immortal might retire unblam'd. 

Should Foes like thefe their heav'nly Valour prove. 

To whom with winged Anfwer foon rejoin'd 725 

Young Meridarpax, Gods fubmit to Fate; 

Vcr. 731. Not tMoafinus] It becomes not a Hero to fear any thing hut the 
God5 ; the old Monlc fiift advilcs a Retreat, and then the young obc complies, 
as Dtmttit did with the Couniel o£Ntj9or, 

Aright 
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Aright, O King, acoording to mj Miod 

Advis'd, tetreat We. Thefe tttirii^ ftrught 
Thai trembling Hoft fled headloi^ wing'd with Fear, 
Laft MESiDAarAx ftalk'd, and fullen doi'd die Rear. 730 
LXXIV. 
As when a fluggifli A& in Coin is found, 

Whofe Back has num'rous Staves already broke, 
He now with Troops of Boys encranpafi'd roiuid. 

Impenetrably dull receives the Stroke. 
Teaz'd, but not- hurt, he ftands their utmoft Spite, 735 

Nor Blows nor Shouts can urge him to return : 
Weak arc their Cries, and childilh is thor Might, 

Serene he paftures on the bladed Com. 
At length, and fcarce at length, he deigns to yield, 
Driv'n lated with Repaft flow-footing from the Field. 740 
LXXV. 
The Muses knowing all Things, hft not fliow 
The Wailings for the Dead and Fun'ral Rites, 
To blamelefs .^THioriANS muft they go. 

To feaft with Jo v e for twelve fucceeding Nights, 

There- 

Vcr. 73 1. JjJa^iJb Jfs\ An Afs was not always fuch a Fool of a Bcaft as he 
is now ; for other Animals as well as Men degenerate : However, if it might be 
thought too low a Comparifon for s Man, I hope it ia not too mean lor a Moufe. 

Ver. 74> To blamilifs y^biopiam'] The Gods are rcprclcDrcd a* Fcafting in 
^Stbie^a bclbre the Scenes of War arc opcn'd in the Viaii, and return thither 

at 
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Therefore abrupt thus end they — Let fiijfEcc 745 

The Gods auguft Aflembly to relate, 
IJeroick Frogs and Demigods of Mice, 

Troxartes' Vengeance, and Pelides* Fate. 
Hofls routed. Lakes of Gore, and Hills of Slain, 
An Iliad, Work Divine I rats d from a Days Campaign. 750 

•t the Qofe. The ^biopiatis arc faid to be loTcntors of Pomps, Sacrifices, 
and other Hoaoun paid to the Gods. Macrohias tells us, Jufitir meuis the 
Sun, and the Number Twelve denotes the Twelve Signs. 

Vcr. 750. Jn Iliad} Homer^s Iliad does not take up fifty Dajs; fo that it 
was but a ftrange Complement to a great General, to iky be had furaUhed 
Matter &r an Siad in one Campaign or half Year. 

Ibid. Work Divint/'} Madam Dacier feems to have almofi as much Regard 
for Homer as the Bible, as tho* ihe were willing they fiioold ftand or &il to- 
gether ; and with Wit equal to her Piety, Ihe proves the Poet blamelels by 
Texts of Scripture. Nothing could go beyond this, except the Fancy of oar 
Countryman, who held Homer and Solomon to be the fame Perlbii. 

I think it proper at my taking leave of my Reader, to acquaint lum, there 
is a general Moral runs through this whole Work ; which I will not fuppofe 
him fo ignorant as not to difcern. 'Tis of a quite different Nature from the 
above-mentioned Allegories ; to which fort of Beauties may be applied^ with 
the Alteration of new into oldy that celebrated Couplet, 
This tieia Way of fVit doex fo furprize^ 
Men hfe their Wits in won^ring where it lies. 
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NECK or NOTHING: 

A ■ 

Confolatory Letter from Mr. "Dimtm to Mr. C-//> 
on his being tofs'd in a Blanket, &c. 

Di the Year 1716. 

Id cogito quod ret eji, quando eum quxfium tcceperit, 
Accifiunda & muffita?ida injuria odoUfcentium efl. Tek. 
Truth is trued Poefy. Cowley.. 

LO I I, that erft the Glory Ipread -j 

Of Worthies, who for Monmouth Uedi > 

In Letters black, and Letters red ; J 

To Thee, dear Mun, Condolance write, 
A SulFrer from the Jacobite : 
For juft as they were Martyrs, fo 
A Glorious Confeflbr art Thou :. 
EUe fhould this matchlels Pen of mine 
Vouchfafe Thee not a fingle Line ; 
Nor wave its Politicks for this, 
Its dark and deep Difcoveries ; 
Nor for a Moment ihould forbear 
To charge the FaSion in the Rear. 

Gould. 
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Could none of thy Poetick Band 
Of Mercenary Wits at hand 
Foretell, or ward the coming Blow, 
From Garret high, or Cellar low ? 
Or elfe at leaft in Verfe bemoan 
Their Lord, in double Senie caft down ? 
Or waft Thou wam'd, and could'il believe 
That Habit fitted to deceive. 
That comer'd Cap, and hanging Sleeve ? 
What PiDteftant of fober Wits 
Would truft Folks dreft like Jefuits ? 
And couldfl Thou, Mvn, be fiich a Sot 
As not to Cnell a Powder-Plot ? 
And looking nine Ways could'ft not fyy 
What might be feen with half an Eye. 

What Phmet rul'd that hicklefi Day, 
When Thou, by Traitors call'd away. 
Thy hafty haplefs Courfe did'ft fteer 
To fatal Flogging Westminster? 
For Hat and Gloves You call'd in hafte, 
And down to Execution paft. 
Small need of Hat and Gloves, I trow ; 
Thou might'ft have left thy Breeches too I 
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Perhaps thy SouL, t» Gain inclin'd, 

Did gratis Copies think to find ; 

Or elfe, miftaken Hopes 1 expefied 

To have at leaft the Prefi correfled. 

Corredion Thejr defigning were 

More difficult, but better fer; 

Tho' whatibe'er the Knaves intended, 

Thou'rt but correSed, not amended. 

No I let it ne'er by Man be iaid. 

The Pirate's frighted from his Trade : 

Tho' vengefiil Birch iliould flea his Thighs, -\ 

Tho' tols'd frx>m Blankets he fhould rife, r 

Or ftand feft nail'd to Pillories. J 

To fee thee fmart' for Copy-ftealmg, 

My Bowels yearn with Fellow-feeling. 

Have I alone oblig'd the Prefi 

With fifteen hundred Treatifes, 

Printers and Stationers undone, 

A Plagiary in ev'ry one ? 

Yet always luckily have fped. 

Nor fuffer'd in my Tail or Head. 

My Shoulders oft have ak'd, 'tis true, 

Misfortune frequent with us Two I 

Y y law 
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Law claims &om Tliie^es and Pamj^eteen, 

Stripes on the Back, and Pain of Ean ; 

And Cudgels too a Pow'r derive 

Aronnd our Sides Executive : 

A Pow'r, the' not by Statute lent, 

Yet juftify'd by Ptecedent 

But Law or CuflMn does not ^ve 

Such Tyrannous ftwogadve, 

To turn thy Brains, and then extend 

Their Fury to the nether End. 

Inhuman Puniftiment, infii<9cd 
By Stripling t'ories, Rogues addiiSsd 
To arbitrary Conftitaticn ; 
'Twas Rom B I 'twas (downright Periecution I 
I fweat to think rf Ay Condition 
Before that baib'rous Inquffition. 
Lo 1 wide-extended by the CiDWd, 
The Blanket, dreadfid «b a Shrowd, 
Yawns terrible, for Thee, poor Muw, 
To ftietch, but not t9 flaep upoa 
Glad woulft Thou give thy Copies now. 
And all thy golden Hopes forego ; 

■Some 
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Some Favour iroim tfaeir Handi to win. 
And 'fcape but once with a whole Skin ; 
Yet vain, alas I is thy Repentance, 
For JVai or Nothing ij thy Sentence. 
How doft Thou leflen to the Sights 
With more than a Foetick Flight ? 
I ken Thee dancing hi{^ in Air, 
With Limbs alert, and quiv'ring there : 
So, whizz'd from Stick, Tve feen to rife 
A Frog, fent fprawling to the Skies, 
By naughty Boys, <Hi Sport intent. 
Caught ftraggUng from its Element • 
This Scene fome Graver fliall invite, 
To flamp thy Form iii Kack and White ; 
Haply in future Times to grace 
Some ever-open FrontiTpiece. 
With mouldy Veteran Authors ftale, 
Suftain'd by Packthread and a Rail ; 
Where Crouch, fweet Story-teller, keeps, 
AndBuNYAN, happy Dreamer, {leeps: 
Near him pochance aerial Thou, 
Aloft {halt thy Proportion fliow; 

Yy 2 For 
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For ever carv'd on Wooden Plat^ 

Shalt hang i' th' Air like Mahomet. 

Whate'er thine Effigjr might do, 

Thy Perfon could not hover fo. 

Happy at Westminster for Theej. 

Could'ft thou haye hung by Geometiy : 

But ah I the higher Mortals Ibar, > 

So Fate ordains, they fell the lower ; 

With fwifiEr Rapidne^ dovn-bafting. 

For nothing violent is lafting, 

With greater Fofce thy Forehead camej. 

Than Engine, or than batt'ring Rain; 

Nor Blanket's intcrpofii^ Wool 

Could faye the Pavement, of the Scull. 

This fure might ftem enough for once. Oh 1' 
This tolTmg up, and tumbUng down fo ; 
And well thy Stomach might incline. 
To fpue without Eniftick Wine ^ 
Their ^age goes farther, and applies: 
More fundamental Injuries. 

Like Truant, doom'd the Lafh to feel, 
Tbou'rt dragg'd, full fore againft thy Will,. 

Tc» 
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To School to fuffer more and worfe, 

No wonder if you hang an Arle ;. 

As thy Pofteriors could forefee 

Their near-approaching Deftinyv 

The School, the direful Place of Fate,, 

Opes her inhofpitable Gat£^ 

Which ne'er had yet fuch Rigour ieen, 

No I not from Busby's Difiapline. 

And firft of all, the cruel Rabble 

Conduit Thee, trembling, to a Table ; 

Thy wriggling Corps acio& they ipread. 

Two guard the Heels, and two the Head : 

The reft around, a. thieatning Band, fj 

With each his Fa/ies in his Hand, > 

Dreadful as Rmum LiStors ftand. J 

So oft a four-legg'd Cur Tve known. 

By hind I^^ and by fore kept down 

To be diflefted, while Phyfician 

Stands o'er with Weapon of Incillon,, 

The Scene diey order to difclofe ; 

" Strip, pull his Breeches o'er his Hofe ;, 

" Nay, fartheii make the Goaft yet clearer,. 

" Tho' near the Shirt,, the Skin is nearer.. 
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So faid, fo done, they ibon uncafe 
Thy only penetrable Face, 
The Breech, the Seat of BaMJnefi : 
As hence we gather, by its Caring 
So very rarely for appearing ; 
Not oft its pretty felf revealing. 
Devoid of Sight, tho' not of Feeling : 
And now upon thy Rump they ferae thee. 
And pink thy fleihy Cufliions for thee. 

Come hold him &ir, we'll make him know 
What 'tis to deal with SchcJan — Oh I 
Quoth EouuHD. — Now, without Dilguifi^ 
Coniefi, quo' they, thy Rogueries. 
What makes you keep in Garret high 
, Poor Bards ty'd up to Poetry ? — 
I'm forc'd to kad them widi a Clog, 
To make them ftudy. — Here's a Rogue 
Aifionts the School ; well make Thee rue it : 
— Indeed I never meant to do it I 
No ? didft Thou not th' Oratim print- 
Imperfed, with falfe Latin in't ? 
O Pardon 1 — No, Sir, have a care, 
Falfe Latin's ne\<er pard<m'd here t 
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Indeed Til ne'er do Co again, 
Piay handle me like Gentlemen. — 
Yes, that we will. Sir, never fear iti 
Your Betters have been forc'd to bear it 
Thus ihaking the Tyrannick Rod, 
Iniiiltii^ thy Backfide they ftood. 
And with a La/h, as is their Fafluon, 
Finiih'd each finart Ezpoftulatioa. 

Tho' all diat can by Man be iaid. 
Can ne'er beat Senle into thy Head, 
Yet fiire this Method cannot fail. 
Quick to convey it t» thy TaiL 
As when a Purge, that's upwards ta'en. 
Scours not the Aubbom Bowels clean ; 
More furely operating Clyfler, 
At t' other End tibey adminifler. 

I Westminster fo much {hpuld hat^. 
Had I been jerk'd like Thee thereat, 
I'm fure I fhotdd not care at all 
To come ib near it as the Hall 
Haft Thou not oft enough in Court 
Appear'd, and often imarted ftnr't ? 



And 
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And doft thou not, with many a Brand, 
Recorded for a Pirate ftand ? 
Glad that a Fine could pay th' Arrears, 
And clear the Mortgage of thy Eats ? 
Then what Relief doft hope to draw, 
From that which ftill condemns Thee, Law ? 
And if ftom Law no Help there be, 
I'm fure there's none from Equity : 
Lay Hand on Heart, and timely think. 
The more Thou ftir'ft, the more Thou'k ftink : 
And tho' it forely gauls Thee yet. 
Well as Thou can'ft, fit down with it : 
And fince to rage will do no Good, 
Pull in thy Horns, and kifi the Rod ; 
And while Thou can'fl^ retreat, for fear 
They fall once more upon Thy Rear. 
Tho" 'tis vexatious, Mun, I giant. 
To hear the palling Truants taunt, 
And ask Thee at thy Shop in Jeer, 
Which is the Way to Westminster? 
Oh I how th' unlucky Urchins laugh'd. 
To think they'd maul'd Thee fore and aftj 



'Tis 
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why Pope will write an Epick on't ! 
Bernard will chuckle at thy Moan, 
And all the Bookfellers in Town, 
From ToNsoN down to BoDDiNGTON : 
Fleet-Street and Temple-Bar aiound, 
The Strand and Holbom, this ihall found ; 
For ever This Ihall grate thine Ear, 
Which is the Way to Westmimster ? 



Ode upon Christ's Crucifixion- 

i'reCT /& Greek. 

ENough of Pa G A N idle Toys ; 
Change the Strings, and raifc the Voice, 
To fecred Notes the Lyre apply 'd. 
Hail the King ! the Crucify'd I 
Of Wonders Thou eternal Store I 

O what firft ihall I explore ? 
Fain would I fcan, fein would I tell 
Myfteries unfpeakable, 

Zz By 
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By Man or Spirits Heft on high, 

How the living God could die ! 
. I'll tell of Love to Creatures' Sight 

Fathomlefi and infinite. 
His well-lov'd Son the Father chofe 

Bleeding Ranlbm for his Foes 1 
I'll Cng in lofty Strains aloud 

Triumphs of the bury'd God. 
Hell and the Grave are Captives led, 

Death is conquer'd by the Dead ! 
But hark ! from Calvary rebounds 

Mixture of affiigbting Sounds, 
Loud ecchoing dreadfid fiom afar. 

Of the Slain and of the Slayer, 
That wounds mine Ear I Hafte, quickly fly 

To the Mountain's Top mine Eye : 
Him 'midft the Three expiring view ; 

How unlike the other Two I 
His gentle Head he meekly bends. 

Wide his facred Arms extends ; 
The cruel Nails, his Weight that bear. 

Tear him, faft'ning while they tear. 

This 
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This fuffer'd, wretched Man, for Thee, 

Without fuff'ring can'ft Thou fee ? 
Thick rife thy Groans, thy Vefture tear, 

Beat the Breaft, and rend the Hair ; 
The tend'reft yearning Pangs be thine : 

All in Purple fee him fliine. 
Not purchas'd from the Tyrian Shore, 

Dy'd, alas ! with dropping Gore ; 
Part by his bleeding Templls fhed 

From the Thorns which pierc'd his Head, 
Part from the long-drawn Furrows flow'd. 

Which the twifted Scourge has plough'd. 
High let thy Streams of Sorrow rife. 

Ope the Foimtadns of thine Eyes, 
Pour, pour on Earth a gufhing Flood : 

Since, lb lib'ral of his Blood, 
His vital Drops for Thee He (pares, 

Can'ft thou, Mortal, grudge thy Tears ? 



Z z 2 An 

Digitized byGoOgle 



An E P I T A P R 

I. 

AClergtman Ws Labour ends, 
And weary fleeps at Reft below ; 
Who, tho' his Fortune found not Friends,, 
In Perfon hardly knew a Foe: 

n. 

Minding no Bufineft but his own, 

For Party never bud to ftrive ; 
His Flock not only moum him gon^ 

But even lov'd him when alive. 
III. 
A Confcience dean Ifc Forehead chter'rf, • 

Unfour'd by Poverty was he ; 
And always prais'd, tho' not prefer'd. 

By ev'iy Prelate in 4e ^. 

' IV. " ■ ■ 

But Good Men view with Cnall regard 
The Treatment here on Earth they find j 

Secure in Heav'n to meet Reward 
From the Great Bifliop of Mankind- 
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A PINDARICK ODE, 

TO THE 

Right Hon. the Earl of Oxford. 

O N 

The Marriage of the Lady Margaret Harley 
with His Grace the Duke of Portland. 

1 

HYMNS, Ye R^ents of the Lyre, 
Pouring plenteoufly along. 
Nuptial Friendfliip's hallow'd Fire 
Claims the Torrent of my Song. 
Hither wing Ye from your Sky 
Spotlefs Faith and Piety. 

n. 

Say, if your Heav'n its Mom di^lays 

Lefs beauteous here below, 
.Than when the Sun firft ipread its Rays 

Five Thou£ind Years ago ? 
Let thofe who hate the cheerful Light 

To darkfome Gravqs dsfoend, 
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And all who facred Marriage flight, 
And lawlefs Luft defend, 
Inftant from Mankind remove ; 
- None fliould live that never love. 
III. 
Pernicious Fable old 
Unfixes Nature's Bounds ; 
Love reigns the fame in all we're told, 

If Man or Beaft it wounds. 
The Latian Bard adorns the Shame 
Of mad Pasiphae's hatefiil Name, 

And gilds what he ftiould hide ; ? 
In Fields of Sorrow fels to view 
The monftrous Falfe, and feithfiil True^ 
And ranges Wives that Husbands flew 
With Wives who for them dy'd. 

t 
Truth fuperior drives away 

Thinly wove Poetick Lies ; 
Bids well-grounded Paflion ftay, 
Deathlefe Conftancy flipplies : 
Truth makes Wedlock happy prove, 
Truth is Duty and is Love, 
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when Love exerts its genuine Pow'r, 
Deduc'd from Virtue's Spring ; 
When Parents Blefling, richeft Dow'r, 

Prevents a fiituie Sting ; 
When mutual Truft and mutual Vows 

Put all Referve to Flight, 
The Blifs our mortal State allows, 
Attains its utmoft Height : 
Blifs the Virtuous and the Chafte < 
Only give and only tafte. 
IIL 
When Anna grac'd the Throne, 
To Britain juftly dear. 
She found that Nuptial Love alone 
Could Toils of Greatnefi cheer : 
Faithful Confort's friendly Bread 
Could lull Imperial Cares to Reft, 
And (jxjdefs Pleafure yield : 
Pleafure She might have fought in vain 
From Martial Glories of her Reign, 
From Calpe or Ramillia's Plain, 
Or Blenheim's well-fought Field, 



I. Chance. 
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I. 

chance, the Atheift and the Fool 

Call abfurdly to their Aid ; 
Wifdom alwaj^ a(9s by Rule, 

Who by Chance is happy made ? 
Youth and Wifdom join'd prefage 
Love triumphant over Age. 
II. 
Bleft in their Love, may Portland's Eyes 

Ne'er weep their Offspring gone ; 
Much lefe may juft and bitter Sighs 

Bewail a living Son. 
No 1 let them view with dear delight 

Their Bloflbms" c^'ning Prime, 
Matur'd to Virtue's perfeft Height 
By Culture and by Time : 
Well rewarded for their Cares, 
Fully anfwer'd in their Pray'rs. 

in. 

Each Virtue of their Line 
Reviv'd again, be known ; 
Nor let th' immortal Luftre fliine 
In Memory alone : 
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I^ Heirs &om their dilHnguifli'd Blood 
Profp'rous and healthy, wife and good, 

Through ev'ry Age arife ; 
-Till Seafons leave the circling Years, 
Till Heav'n diffolv<; its radiant Spheres, 
'Till H AR L ey's Honour di&ppears. 

And Anna's Glory dies. 



Fram a Hint in the Minor Poets. 

I. 

NO I not for ThoTe of Women bom. 
Not fo unlike the Die is caft ; 
For, after all our Vaunt and Scorn, 
How very fmall the Odds at laft I 
U. 
Him, rais'd to Fortxme's utmoft Top, 

With Him beneath her Feet compare ; 
And One has nothing more to hope. 
And One has nothing more to fear. 

A aa 
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An ODB to 

James Oglethorpe, Efq. 

Writtea fiion after tlie DiATH ef 

The Lady Ogletborpe, his Mother. 

L 

NO ! not through envious Time's continued Courfe 
Not ev'ry Age degenerates fiom the paft ; 
Whether for Toik of War and rugged Forces 
Or Arts, whofe 6ir Meiporials ever laft. 

- U- 
Tho' twice the Strength in Dl0M»nE appear. 

That Heroes Nervts when Hom»» liv'd could fliow ; 
Tho' TuRNUs hurl'd a Rock, half-dead with Fear, 

Which Twelve fek^ed Romans could not throw. 
Ill 
Tho' blind M«ONipgs uoniatch'd dilplays 

His Fire, and PiNpAR fcarce 'till Cowiey known ; 
Tho' Antients Pyramids and Temples raife. 

And Gnecians wake to Life the breathing Stone. 

IV. When 
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Whefl wild OcTAVtos, ill ADGtJSTUsfcft, 

Blefs'd his Italians widi a Golden Reign, 
What Worthies rife, their Country's happy Boaft, ■ 

The Dignity of Natuire to inaintaint . 
■ V. 
The Soul's whole Vigour C ^s s a r's Blnfles fetfa tall. 

And glorious Genii round his Empire ^rung ; 
ViTRuvios nobly plan'd the pillar'd Wall, 

And with immortal Grandeur Maro lung. 
,;'■■.. i : VI 
Again Hebpsria rife to Renown, 

And Ty B E r's Sons again bri^t Honour (hare, 
When Leo bouiAebus wore the Triple Crown, 

A Ijetter Sov'reign than a Prelate 6r. 

vn. 

Then Raphael's alt-creating Art appear'd. 
Rival to Nature, and fliaU live as long : 
Then from her Trance old Poest uptear'd, 
Inlpir'd her Vida with a Chriftian Song. 
VIII. 
Nor wants iUaAnous Names my Country dear. 
Where pious Anne and leam'd Eliza reign'd. 

Aa 2 I/)l 
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Lol TuDORs and Plantagenets appear, 

And Charles the Martyr oonleciates the Land. 
DC 
In Stuart's Age what Merit claims the Lyre, 

AVhile Halcyon Years with doudlefi Splendor run i 
Seel Jones's Piles immortahze the Sire; 

Hark I Siren Drypen warbles to the Son. 
X 
What Heroines attend Britannia's Throne, 

Thy Pencil's Pride, Vandyke, or Lely thine? 
Nor Oglethorpe with meaneft Luflre fhone^ 

But asks the loftieft and the ftrongeft line. 
XL 
Auguftan Court, when Oglethorpe was there. 

Scene of the brightefl Wits, and brighteft Eyesi 
Among the faireft not diibwn'd for Fart, 

Among the wiieft ever own'd as Wife. 

xn. 

Her conftant Soul, unwarp'd by fiinny Rays, 
Convey 'd no Poiibn to her Prince's Ear ; 

But Truths, while Faflion ikmps, and Cringers gaze. 
She only dar'd to Ipeak, and He to hear. 

Xm. 'Mong 
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xin. 

'Mong nuiny feithlds, ftriflly fiiithfiil found, 

'Mong many daily wav'ring, ftill the fame : 
Prudent to chufe, and wife to keep her Ground, 
Nor brib'd, nor footh'd, nor frighted from her Aim. 
XIV. 
Heaven's Rx)d afiUSive prov'd her Virtue's Pow'r, 
In Storms as well as Calms too quickly try'd ; 
Sleeplefi She guards her Sov'reign's dying Hour, 
Nor ilarts a Moment from bis honour'd Side. 
XV. 
Charles to no Saint his dying Soul commends,. 

Nor owns Converfion to the Papal Sway ; 
No Romiflj Prieft, no Huddlkston attends. 
With ufeleis Undion, his expiring Clay. 
XVL 
'Twas this unfault'ring, unappall'd She {poke. 

When Ideot Jefuits fpur'd with headlong Rein. 
But when weak Rulers prefe their Iron Yoke,. 
Sure Way to lofe is meriting to gain. 
XVII. 
Thrown from her Place, from Royal Favour thrown, 
A Fall more grievous to a gen'rous Mind, 

This 
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This Truth, tho' grating, She perfifts to own, 
And mocks the Violence of th' adverfe Wind. 

xvm. 

when o'er her Mailer's Head the Clouds grew black, 

And profp'rous William reach'd his happy Poft, 
When Summer Flies by Swarms their Lord fbr&ke, 

She joins uncourdy to the falling Court 
XIX. 
Can publick Good on private Guilt rely ? 

Can woril Ingratitude from Confcience Ipring? 
Then well-paid Veterans from their Chief may fly, 

And penfion'd Fav'rites may defert their King. 
XX. 
Not wife Nassad her ftubborn Duty charm'd. 

Not all His mighty Spirit Her's controll'd ; 
She fcoms his Anger, tho' with Legions arm'd, 

Rejeds his Bounty, and derides his Gold. 
XXI. 
Fit Confort for her Spoufe I whofe Faith unfeign'd 

While MoNMOtiTH fleeps, his Sword undaunted draws. 
When BoTHWELL-Bridge rebellious Scots maintain'd. 

With Clerks and Captains worthy of their Caufe. 

XXII. Admir'd 
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XXII. 
Admir'd and oottrted by the ftroi^er Side, 

To Danger proof, his Ipotle^ Honour blaz'd ; 
Condemn'd by Fools, by Syetyhants decry 'd, 

Rever'd by William, «nd by Maky praisd. 

xxni. 

And Thou, their Hear, with undiminift'd Fame 

Tranfmit Hereditary Glory down ; 
Let Publick Goad thy utmoft Ardour claim, 

Careleft of Coxcombs Fleer and Villains Frpwn. 
XXIV. 
Drag out foul Tyrants to th' aftooilh'd Light, 

Where human Devils chain'd their Captives hold ; 
For legal Liberties unwearied fight. 

Nor leave a Gyve unbroken, tho' of Gold. 
XXV. 
In diftant Climes a &fe Afylum give, 

Where friendlefs Want, not Criminals, may run i 
Where Faith Divine and Virtue may revive. 

And flourilh kindly in anotjiei Sun. 

xxyi. 

Whether from barb'rous Tortures, Mercy fHl'di 
And Jefuits Cruelties, they take their way ; 

■Or 
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Or fly, by lawlefi Civil Fow'r exil'd, 

Or ftaive by Statefinen's Minifterial Sway. 

xxvir. 

Unchanging Truth thy Parents both demand. 

And Courage nothing mortal can controul : 
Like them in Life, like tliem too fearlefi ftand 

In the iaft Conflid of the parting Soul. 
XXVIII. 
The duteous Son what piercing Sorrows wound. 

When dying Pangs a Mother's Breaft aflail I 
In Senates, as in Camps, intrepid found, 

Then the Heart trembles, and the Spirits fiiil I 
XXIX. 
Fall by her Side behold him anxious laid. 

To fee the deareft Life on Earth expire ; 
Of filial Love the lalt hard Oflice paid. 

Thou, Pope, through Sympathy afliime the Lyre. 
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On HUNilLITY. 

L 

7r ■ 1 1 S not becaule I fprang fiom nought^ 

JL I bow with Lowlinefs of Thought ; 
All but the Trinity Moft High 
Was nothing once as well as I. 

II. 
'Tis not becaule I dwell in Clay, 
SubjeS to Sicknefi and Decay ; 
This Flefli if rightly I controul, 
'Tis no Pollution to my SouL 

in. 

'Tis not becaule this outward Skin 
Contains unfeemly Stench within ; 
Conceal'd 'tis well, as if all o'er 
I breath'd Perfume at ev'ry Potb. 

IV. 
■ 'Tis not becaufe this Catcafe dead 
Will Worms and PutrefaSion breed ) 
'Tis well, as if fixjm thence Ihould come 
The Violet's and the Rofe's Bloom. 

B b b V. Noj 
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V. 
Ko, I fliall ne'er dged my Heart 
By thinking on my mortal Part ; 
Tho" mean, tho' bafe, tho' vile it be. 
Twill put on Immortality. 

Vf. 
Tis not becaufe dependant here, 
I poorly fill a narrow Sphere : 
To caft our deitin'd Lot afidc, 
h not Humility, but Pride. 

VH. 
Tis not becaule in Life below 
I little ad, and little know ; 
In Knowledge and in Puw'r there's nene 
Unlimited, bat God alone. 
VIII. 
What I in Myfdf then can I find 
No Caufe for Lowline6 of Mind ? 
Ah, Yes I for Sa what Thought can bear t 
'Tis there I fink I 'ti» wholly there I 
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On the Death of 

A Friend, « Diffmter from the Cb-ofEttghnd. 

A Woman that fearetb the Lord, pe Jhall be fraifed. 

OThou, rekas'd &om Fean and Perils now. 
From Pud luid Tvunuk of the Life below. 
This Uttle Tribute l» thy Duft I pay ; 
Few Teara> but friendly, fuit a Chriftian Lay, 
From Him, who ne'er defign'd a Friend as yet, 
Alive or dead, to flatter or foiget 
But &ireft Truth will now no Bluflies raile. 
She runs no Danger from the higheft Ptai&. 

Open and free, honeft in W<H:d and Thought, 
She fhun'd no (^eftions, nor DUgui&s fought ; 
No oily Flattery on her Langu^e bung, 
The Heart fiow'd genuine from the artle& Tongue ; 
For Truth in unambiguous Speech delights. 
And hates the ever-cautious Hypocrites : 
Wretches of ev'ry Glimpfe of Day afraid, 
Souls under Cloaks, and Minds in Mafquerade. 
True Lord and God her Saviour flie heliev'd. 
Nor Slews of Charity her Faith deceiv'd ; 

B b b a Supreme 
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Supreme with God, Eternal and alone, 

The Son coseval on his Father's Throne, 

Spoke at his Will this univerfal All, 

Call'd us from nought, and rais'd us from our Fall : 

She knew BeHef and PiacSife well agreed. 

Nor to obferve Commandments loft her Creed. 

For Branches never bear without a Root ; 

Who teais the Vine up to fecure the Fruit ? 

Tho' Vice with Unconcern She could not fee, 
Yet una£feded (how'd her Piety ; 
Not caft in fiirious Pharifaic Mould 
The Puritannick Shibboleth of old ; 
That ftem'd all Mirth as Sin to difavow. 
No formal Frowning funk her even Brow, 
As if each Look diiplay'd its Owner's Fate, 
And all that fmil'd were feal'd for Reprobate ; 
As awkward Sow'mefs were a Sign of Grace, 
And fure Eleflion bleft an ugly Face : 
As if Hell-fire were always plac'd in view, 
Ordain'd for all Men, but the gloomy Few. 

Her Zeal began at Heav'n, but did not end ; 
True to her Spoufe, her Kindred, and her Friend ; 

Fmthliil 
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Faithfiil and tender in Relation's Ties, 

Cordial to help, and prudent to advifc. 

Her Worth Domeftick let her Confort tell. 

So long who joy'd it, and who prov'd fo well. 

No fly Referve or loud Debate was there, 

Nor Allien Negligence of Houfliold Care ; 

No niggard Murmurs,^ or profiife Expence, 

But chearfiil Thrift, and- eafy Diligence : 

No fep'iate Purfe her private Sum did hold. 

By fecret pilfiing from die Market-Gold : 

No Bounty flow'd unknowing to her Spoule, 

The Meetittg never robb'd the Counting-Houfc : 

Always to Want without Injuftice kind. 

Doubling each Alms-Deed when the Husband join'd 5 

No fordid Lucre anxious to procure, 

By grinding Bargains with the helplefs Poor :. 

A Gain few Traders wifli, She ftrove to reap,, 

From buyii^ dearly, and from felling cheap ; 

Gain, where unfailing Intereft ihall be giv'n. 

Since no Directors fink the Fund of Heav'n.. 

To cheer the Wretch (he wav'd all Female Pride, 

And oft her own Convenience lud a£de ; 

Not 
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Nor Silks nor Ornaments alone would {pare. 
To feed the Hungry, and to clothe the Bare. 

Hep Zeal for Church and Country might appear. 
Sometimes miftaken, never infinceie : 
Our growing Crimes with Terror late fte few. 
Left publick Guilt fliould publick Judgment draw ; 
Left God fo long provok'd in Vengefiil Hour, 
Should grant us to the Hands of wicked Pow'r, 
Our Laws, our Liberties, our Faith to iell, 
By univerfal Bribes enfurjng Hell. 
She fears not now the Tempeft whiftling loud, 
Nor Thunder gath 'ring in the kw-hung Cloud, 
But refts fecure from Dangers and from I>ead, 
Where UnbeBef daie never lift its Head ; 
Where hone the Sacred Go^l dare dtfown. 
Nor Fav'rite Clarke the Son of God dethrone; 
Where none efteem the paltry ESrt rf Gold, 
And Truth no longer can be bought or SM. 

OhI had the Sayiour me fo highly grapc'd, 
Me, tho' unworthy, at his Altars pfec'd, 
T' have loos'd Ac Charms that long her Soul did hoU, 
And gain'd the candid Wand'rer to his Fold I 

With 
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With Trioinpli had I.feen her dien expire^ 

Secure of fome Degrees in Gloiy higher. 

Now the True Church in Purity She owns, 

Nor ftarts at Bifhop-Angels on their Thrones } 

The one Communion void of Fault delciies. 

The Film for ever vanifh'd from her Eyes : 

Now after Death at leafl a Convert made, 

Too good for thofe with whom on Earth fhe ftray'd. 

Her Teacher's felf, as touch'd with inward Sham^ 

Avoids the mention of Her flighted Fame ; 

To Her no Incenle, no Applaufe is giv'n. 

Too much a Saint on Earth to reign in Heav'n : 

Bradshaw and Ireton had their Heav'n pofleft, 

Enthron'd in Baxtkr'j Everla/ling Rejt. 

Amazing Saintfliip \ This perhaps You knew. 

And wifely. Teacher, from the Subjefl: flew : 

Vour Place befits not Characters fo &ir ; -^ 

Her Faith, her Zeal, her Piety, forbear j > 

Her belt Memorial is Your Silence There. J 
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The B A S K ET: A Tale. 

THere flourifli'd in a Market-Town, 
To Riches bom, and Riches grown, 
A Pair, who free from flagrant Strife, 
Had reach'd the middle Age of Life. 
The Man was Iprung of gentle Kind, 
Not ill his Perfon or his Mind ; 
Expert at FiQiing and at Fowling, 
At Hunting, Racing, and at Bowling ; 
Nor would he to his Betters yield, 
More in the Houfe than in the Field, 
In Country Dances he had Skill, 
And play'd at Whisk, tho' not Quadrille : 
He knew what 'Squire might wi(h to know. Sir, 
But then, hard Fate I he was a Grocer, 
And, fpite of all his Wife could fay. 
Would (bmetimes work, as well as play. 

His Wife was not unworthy Praife, 
As Women went in former Days ; 
Her Beauty, Envy muft confels, 
Exaift her Breeding, and her Drels ; 
In her own Family fo good. 
The Mafter manag'd as he would : 
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when Jars their Union diTcompofe, 

Her Paffion often inward glows ; 

Her Tongue in Anger would (he hold. 

And rarely condefcend to fcold. 

Her Voice not fliriU, but rather fweet, 

Her ConduS virtuous and difcreet : 

In fliort, all Slander (he defy'd, -j 

One only Failing Malice fpy'd, > 

One only Fault, — but that was Pride I 3 

Her Lord's fuperior in degree, 

As Tomething better bom than He : 

None equal to herlelf (he view'd. 

Throughout the Tpacious Neighbourhood. 

Th* Attorney's Wife, the World allows. 

Brought a large Fortune to her Spoufe ; 

But then 'twas lels, as (he avers. 

By fall Five Hundred Pounds than Her's. 

Her Hands for Sugars were too nice. 

She fainted at the Stink of Spice ; 

And fain her Husband would perfuade 

To leave off fuch a dirty Trade. 

For Country La(res, by the by. 

Can (bmetime bear their Heads as high 

Ccc As 
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As lofiieft MatroDs, who refide 
In (lately Manlions of Cheapfide ; 
Can be as proud of Dovr'r and Birth 
As e'er a Princefs BpOB Earth. 

None with eur Grocer could compare 
For Trade, each Market was a Fair; 
From whence may gentle Readers know. 
This Thing was aded long aga 
One Day hb Bus'nefi ran fo high, 
His Shop fo throng'd with Ccmipany, 
So quick his Cufioraen Demands, 
He needed more than all his Hands ;^ 
Down comes his Wife with carelels Air, 
But not to htlp' him, never iear ; 
Far be from Her a Thought fo mean ! 
She came to fee, and to he ften ; 
Nor e'er intended to do Good, 
But iland i'th' way of them that would. 
That InAant in a Servant comes 
Poft-hafte, for Spioes and for Plumbs, 
Who Home had many a Mile to go ; 
The Grocer peevifh 'gan to grow, 
To fee his Deateft loiter lb. 
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Howe'er he mild acoofis her, — Pray, 

Or give your Help, ot go your way. 

In vain he touch'd her on that Ear, 

She did not, or (be would not hear. ^ 

Yon lee the Footman cannot flay, 

Pray lend your Hand the Things to wdg^ ; 

Why otherwile did Vou come down ) 

She anlwer'd only with a Frown j 

But filch a Frown as ieern'd t' exprds 

Her Dow'r, her Beauty, and her I%«& 

Well I fince you would not weigh the Ware, 

Pray put it in the Basket there. 

She tum'd her Back without Rgoinder, 

And left her Spoule to fume behind her. 

Hold, hold I the Thii^ are now put in it, 

I hope you'll do fo mudi as pin it. 

When a fourth time her Husband fpoke^ 

The Dame her fuUen Silence broke, 

With very fliort but fiill Reply ; 

I pin your Baskets I Ko, not 1 1 

Enrag'd he fhatch'd the Footman's Stick, 

And laid it on her Shoulders quidc 

Ccc 2 Amaz'd, 
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Amaz'd, as never ftnick before. 
And feeling much, and fearing more, 
To binder what might &theT come on't, 
Sbe.pin'd the B^et in a moment 

The Man troop'd off io merry Mood, 
And laugh'd and tee-hee'd as he rode s 
Fleas'd with the delicate Conceit 
To fee fo fine a Lady beat : 
He wifli'd the Deed at Home were done. 
And could not help Comparifon j 
For his own Miftrefi was as fine 
As Her that fiiffer'd Difcipline ; 
As proud, as high-bom, and as rich, 
But not fo continent of Speech. 

At Dinner-time the waggifh Knave ■ 
By Turns was fleering, and was grave j 
Now bites his Lips, and quickly after 
Burib out unwilling into Laughter. 
Quoth Madam, with Majeftick Look, 
(Who Servants Freedom could not brook. 
Nor Laughter in her Prefence bear) 
What ails the lawcy Fellow there ? 
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Does not the Fool his Diftance know ? 

What makes the Coxcomb giggle fo ? 

But ai^ry Words and Looks were vain. 

Again he giggles, and again. 

Nay, lays his Mailer, Tom, at leaft,. 

If you muft laugh fo, tell the Jeft ; 

That, if 'tis worth our joining, we 

In Mirth may bear you Company.. 

Tom up and told the Story roundly. 

How a fair Dame was cudgell'd foundly. 

Scarce Madam heard the whole Narrationj 

Before Ihe fell in monftrous Paffion : 

Was ever any thing fo bafe ? ; 

At Noon-day I in the Market-place ! 

A Woman fo well-bred as She f. 

Her fortune ! and her Family ! 

The Husband fain, with fober Senfe, 

Would curb her Tide of Eloquence : . 

But your true Vixen will, for no Man, 

Forbear defending of a Woman, 

And, let the Caufe be bad or good, . 

Fights Tooth and Nail for Sifterhood. 

Her 
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Her Vifits are among the Beft ( 
No Lady e'er was better dreft I 
And was it proper, ptaf , tlmt tilt 
Should touch his nafly Grooerjr ? 
Not pin the Basket I Beat her for it ( 
I did not think flie would have bode it I 
How could flie help it, pray, my Deer ? 
What, do You too Ae Rafcal cleSr ? 
■ A paltry Rogue ( »• WoflJM ftpfte f 
I think yott Itleh are a& alike, 

Tom mm ffeyf mettia, not fadder, 
Which made his Miflrefi ten Times naadder ; 
Who ftarted up in Fury ftrait. 
And vow'd to break the Rafcal's Pate. 
Her Husband rifts to afluage 
Th' o'erbearing Tempeft of ha* Rage, 
But happen'd not her Hand to mind. 
And caught the Rap for Tom defign'd ; 
Who, not approving of the Jeft, 
Retum'd it foon with Intereft. 
Tom faw, in Cafes of that Nature, 
'Twas dangerous to be Mediator ; 
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So tan down Stairs, as was but fitting. 
And left his Miftrds to her Beating. 
Below-ftairs was a Kitchen-Maid, 
To whom our Tom had Courtfliip paid ; 
Tho' ftrong of Limbs, of Courage ftout, 
She argued oft'ner than Ihe fought ; 
As cool as Heart could well defire 
Fch: one fo converfant in Fire. 
Says Moll, Above-ftairs what's the Matter ? 
I never heard fo loud a Clatter. 
For fear of fptxling his Amour, He 
Was backward to relate the Story, 
Sufpefting much, tho' Sweethearts, whether 
By the Ears tfaey might not &11 together. 
I fliould be lorry, Moll, to fee 
A DifPrence rife 'twixt you and me ; 
'Tis but a Trifle, let it go ; 
What fignifies for You to know ? 
Nay, then I muft — fo out it came. 
And put her Womanhood in Flame : 
She her Refentment could not ftifle, 
A Trifle faid you, Tom ? a Trifle I 

I think. 
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I think my Miftrefs iii die Right, 

With Women none but Cowards fight : 

A Gentlewoman fo to maul I 

A brutifh Fellow after all. 

Quoth Tom, a fore Affront was done him, 

By turning her Backfide upon him. 

Moll thought (he fafely might be fmart," 

With Priviledge of a Sweet-heart ; 

Do You excufe him ? very fine 1 

I'd make him kifs it, were it mine I 

Tom might have let the Matter die. 

By this time, in Civility ; 

For if both Sides difdain to bend. 

How fhould a Quarrel have an End P 

But Things, alas I too far were gone. 

And one Word drew another on. 

Apace their Paflion higher rofe, 

From Words they quickly fell to Blows ; 

Honour concern'd, they both would try for't, 

And both are daring, tho' they die for't. 

The Strokes fo luftily were laid. 

The Lover and his dear Cook -maid. 
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Spite of the mutual Love they boafled, 

Were both confoundedly rib-roafted ; 

They box'd like any Man and Wife : 

So quick the Progrefs is of Strife, 

It matters not how fmall the Grainj 

If but continual be the Train ; 

Sufficient the firft Spark is found, -\' 

Fite fudden skims along the Ground, S' 

And flafhes Lightning all around. J 

The Fad thus plainly laid before ye^ 
What is the Purport of the Story ? . ' ' ' 
A double Moral may become il^ 
And juftly each may follow from it ; 
From hence may Fools the Danger learn 
Of meddling where they've no Concern j 
And Males and Females may beware 
Not to adopt another's Jar : 
And thofe, who will, with half an Eye 
The main Inftruftion may defcry ; 
If you're too weak to win the Field, 
'Tis bett without a Combat yield i 
Whene'er your Husbands pleafe t6 ask it. 
Run I fly I ye Wives, and pin the Basket 

Ddd On 



yGoogie 



^94 POEMS. 

Onfimt hlafpletmus Dijcourfes on ourSaviour's XBrOckt. 

HAIL, Chriftiaa Prelates, for your Mafter'i Name 
Ezpos'd by Fool-bom Jeft to gtiacing Sbame I 
Hail, Fathers I to be cnvy'd, aot deploi'd. 
Who {hare the Treatment deflia'd to your Lord, 
What time his mortal lUce on Earth began, 
When firft the Scm of God was Son of Man t 
Behold from Night the Great Accufer rife. 
Retouching old, and coining modem Lies j 
No Slander uneflay'd, no Path luitrod. 
To blaft the Glories of incarnate God t 
" An open Enemy to Mosss' Laws ; 
" A fccret Patron of Samaria's Gaufe; 
" Who dar'd at Levi'-s Race his Curfes fcn^ 
" The Sot's Ccxnpanion, and the Sinner's Friend ^ 
" Who purpos'd Sign's Temple to o'ertfaiow, 
" Traitor to Cji-s ak, and to God a Foe ; 
■" Who Wonders wrought by Force of Magick Sp£U, 
« Poffeft widi DoBona, and in Le^ue with HdL*^ 
Remains there aught, ye Pow'n of Daiknefi, yetf • 
Yes ; make your antieat Bla^emies compleaL 
" The Sacred Leaves no Prophecies contaii^ 

" No Miracks, to prove Messiah's Reign." 

To 
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To this each.faered Leaf aloud replied, 

Nor need we truft our Reafon, but our Pyes, 

Tis utg'd, hi mightieft Wonders never (]M>w'd 

" Our Saviour Nature's Loud, and teal God." 

Whole Word commanded Earth, and Sea, and Air, 

Bade gloomy Dsmons to their Hell repair. 

Spoke all Difeales into Health and Bloom, ' 

And call'd the mould'ring Carcase from the Taints 

O'er Tyrant Death exerted Godlike Sway, 

And op'd the Pottsds of Eternal Day. 

Here nobler Myfl«ies a Sage defcrics, 
" The Letter falfe or trivial in hit Eyes. 
Suppofe in ev'ry Ad were underftood 
Some future, myftidc, and fublimer Good ; 
Yet who die Letter into Air refines, 
Deftroys at once die Subilance and the Signs, 
Will find the Truth is with the Figure fiown, 
Becaule by Nothing, Nodiing is ibreHiown ; 
Elie Lunaticks might deep Divines commence. 
And downright Nonfenfc be the Type of Senle. 
What wilder Dream did ever Madman leize. 
Than — " Symbols all are mere Non-Entities" f 

Ddda This 
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This SioN Hill feft by the Roots wQltear, 
And icatter S i N a I's Mountain into Air : 
No David ever reign'd on Judah's Thtane, 
For David fhadow'd his diviner Son. 
So feir, fo glorious Light's material Ray, 
That Heaven is liken'd to a cloudlet Day : 
"Embodied Souls require ibme outward Signj 
To reptefent and image Things Divine. 
All Objeds maft we therefore fubtilize f 
And raze the Face of Nature from ouf Eyes ? 
Dilute is over, the Creation gon^ 
In Noon-day Splendour we behead no Sua 
Thus, fall as Pow'r Almighty can create, 
May Frenzy with a Nod annihilate. 
No Marks of foul Impdfture.then were knctwn, 
The Cures were publick, to a Nation Ihown : 
And who, the Fafts expos'd to ev'ry Eye, 
If felfe could: credit, or if true deny ? 
While Thoufands liv'd, by Miracle reftor'd, 
Heal'd by a Touch, a Shadow, or a Word I 
Denial then had fliocking prov'd and vain ; 
But now the Serpent tries another Train, 
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To Turns and Doubts and Circumflances flies. 

And groundlefs, endlefi May-be's multiplies. 

Now ev'iy idle Queftion dark appears, 

Obfcure by Shade of Seventeen-hundred Years, 

Which then each Ignorant and Child muft know. 

And ev'ry Friend refolve, and ev'ry Foe. 

No Trace of poffible Deceit was there: 

Would thofe, who ipilt his Blood, his Honour ipare ? 

When Prejudice and Int'reft urg'd his Fate, 

And Superftition edg'd their keeneft Hate, 

When ev'ry Footftep was befet with Spies,. 

And relUefi Envy watch'd with all her Eyes ; 

When Jewifli Priefls with Herod's Courtiers join'd. 
And Pow'r, and Craft, and Earth, and Hell combin'd. 
Speak, Caiphas, thy Prophecy be ihown. 
He dy'd for Israel's Sak^ and not his ownl 
Pilate arile I his Righteous Caufe maintain. 
And clear die injur'd Innocent again. 
Truth fixt. Eternal ftands, and can defy 
Time's rolling Courfe to turn it to a Lie. 
Muft ev'ry Age the once-heard Caufe recall,. 
Replacing Jesus in the Judgment-Hall,. 

Cite 
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Cite living WitneBes anew to plead, 
And raife from Duft the long-fepulchied Dead ? 
That Fools undue Conviftion may receive, 
And thofe, who Reaibn flighty may Senfe believe^ 
Thofei who the Teft of former Ages fcom, . 
(For Men were Ideots all 'till they were bom) 
Whole Strength of Argument in This we view, 
'7>s fi long Jmce, ptrhapi it is ttot True. 

Ye Worthies, in the Book of Liie enroU'd, 
Who nobly fill'd the Bifhops Thrones of old ; 
Ye Priefts, on fecond Thrones, who, true to God, 
By Tortures and by Death your Priellcraft Ihow'd ; 
Ye Flocks, dildaining bom the F(dd to Aray, 
StJU JWlowing where your Paftors led the Way, 
Whofe Works thro' length of Years tranfmitted come 
Elcap'd ftom Gothics Wafte, and Papal Rome, 
Juftly renown'd ! behold, how Malice tries 
To blaft your 'Fame, and vex your Paradife 1 
Let Heredcks each human Slip declare. 
And ridicule the Teft they caimot bear : 
To thefe what modilh Ignorance fiiceeed I 
And Fops, your Writings blame, who cannot read. 

Thefe 
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Thefe open Enmitin to Glory tend ; 

The Wound ftrikes deepa (ram a ieeming Friend. 

Let Deifls Refugees your Fame oppofe, 

And Dutch Ffole&n lift tliemlHves your Foest 

But ah I let none alperie wkh vik Af^laufe, 

And quote with Fraifes in die Devil's Caufe; 

In gleaning Scraps bade Diligeooe employ. 

The Tenour of your Dodrines to deftroy ; 

Make you your much-lov'd Lord and God deride, 

For whom you Saints have liv'd, and Martyis dy'd. 

Yet fo purfiied l^ Love-dillemUing Hat^ 

You fill the MeaTure of your Mafter's Fate. 

Glory to Jb su I the Blafphemer cries ; 

But glaring Malice mocks the thin Difguiie. 

IsCAHioT thus &Ue Adoration paid, 

Hail'd when he leiz'd, laluted and bettay'd. 

May Jbsus' Blood dUcharge er'n this O^noe^ 

When wafh'd with Tears of timely Penitence I 

E'er yet Experience lad Aflent create, 

Convince in Eameft, b«t convince too late I 

E'a yet, defixnded fiom diftblvii^ Skies, 

To plead his Caufe Himfelf ihall Gos ari&. 

Tljeff 
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Then Scorn muft ceafe, and Laughter aroA be o'er. 
And witty Fools reluflantly adore. 

So, as authentick old Records declare, 
(If paft with ftiture Judgment we compare) 
PolTeft with fi-antick and demoniac Spleen, 
Apoftate Julian fcolPd the Nazakene ; 
His keenefl Wit th' Imperial Jefter tries. 
Sure to his Breaft the Vengeful Arrow flies ; ' 
He, while his Wound with vital Crimfon ftieams, 
Proud in Defpair, Confefles and Bla^hemes ; 
Impious, but Unbelieving now no more. 
He owns the Galilean Conqueror. 

Tie F L. 

IF You mind but the Moral niy Tale does unfold, 
Tho' the Stoiy be antient, 'twill never be old. 
With the Wife and the Good, Jeft will do you no hurt. 
But the Fool or the Knave makes you pay for your Sport 

In the menry brave Days of glerious Queen Bess, 
When your Men of much Senfe fear'd not thofe that had lefs ; 
'Twas the Cuftom of Courtiers to keep a poor Fellow, 
Who Ihould joke by Commiflion in Red, Green, and Yellow ; 

Who 
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who for one thing or other did moft People fit, 

Some were pleas'd with the Garb, and fome kugh'd at the Wit 

A Noble pulTd up, with his Pockets well ftor'd, 
Not as Walsingham wile, but as fine as a Lord, 
Made a Vifit, bedaub'd with Embroidery all. 
Where a Fool was unluckily fate in the Hall. 
Not the Rainbow, when brighteft, more gorgeous could (how. 
Nor a Belle on a Birth-Night, nor Bridegroom a Beau. 
Welcome Brother, cries Motley, I fee by the Hue 
Of your Clothes what you are ; Pray, Sir, whofe Fool are You? 

To this anfwer'd my Lord in a peftilent Fume, 
•See him punifh'd before I IHr out of the Room ; 
I wonder you'll keep thefe pied Rafcals, I hate 'em, 
'Tis mere Scandalum this, I can tell you, Ma^natum. 
So the Mafter his Orders was fein to difpatch. 
The poor Knave fliould be whip'd at the Buttery-Hatch. 
Execution was done, ^d he back was convey'd 
On his Knees to beg Pardon for what he had faid. 
So with flirugging his Shoulders, and Tears in his Eyes, 
Strait down on his Marrow-bones falling, he cries, 
ni ne'er call You Fool more ; but Lord Cecil, I trow, 
Woidd have fcaice had me whip'd for the calling Him fo I 
E e e To 
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Ti a Friekd, on his being chofen Member of 
PARLIAMENT. 

Accept, my Friend, this Scrawl without Offence, 
Nor call it ftis but once ) Impertinence ; 
Which comes, according as you ufe your State, 
Or to condole, or to congratulate. 
Nothing but Truth without Difguife is here. 
My Words as open, as my Thoughts fincere. 
I fpeak not now as from the Sacred Gown, 
Not in my Matter's Name, but in my own ; 
Nor claim I Pow'r from Nature's fency'd State 
To rule my Rulers, and controll the Great; 
Nor dream that in my Brain there Knowledge lies 
To make the hoary Senator more wife : 
But You are young, and may receive from me 
Maxims, I'm fure, of Good ; I think, of Policy. 

A rifing Sun your Morning Landskip gilds. 
And glorious Hope the magick Prolpefl: yields : 
As yet you'll fcarce believe that Shows fo fair 
Can end in defert Rocks and empty Air ; 

Yet there they'U end 

Unlefs 
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Unlefs You quit the Path by Crowds purfu'd, 

Dare to be Juft, and to be Great be Good ; 

Be True I nor feek the Mazes of Deceit, 

The fubtle Windings of the abjeft Great : 

This Rule in Words and Ads and Looks purfue, 

This firil, this laft, this middlemoft. Be True I 

If Friends or Faftions for your Reaibns call. 

Or (peak the real Truth, or not at all : 

This only Choice can honeft Virtue have. 

Betwixt the blabbing Fool and lying Knave. 

All feeming fpecious Likelihoods forego. 

Which might have been the Cafe, but were not fo. 

Who dares to vent in Earth's and Heaven's Eye 

A formal grave premeditated Lie, 

Is fure a Rafcal, tho' a Lord may claim 

An ufefal Priviledge to fecure his Fame. 

That yet to douUe Meanii^s You may bow. 

No Moralift but Jefuits will allow : 

No Gold, no Pow'r, no Machiavilian Skill, ' 

Can change the ftubbom Bounds of Good and 111 ; 

They mock the ftrongeft Arms againft them bent, 

And fcom to be repeal'd by Parliament. 

Eee 2 Beware 
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Bewaie of Jeft, it leaves a deadly Sting ; 
Your Fame, your Country, is a ferious Thing. 
Men oft with Patience will the Stroke endure. 
Who ne'er forgive the Wantonnefs of Pow'r ; 
When Peace or War perhaps before them lies, 
To fheer and joke our Patriots will arife. 
So FiNKETHMAN in Grief can Laughter raUe, 
By Dint of his impenetrable Face ; 
And yet, like partial Judges as we are. 
We hifi the poor Buffoon, but clap the Senator. 

Nor truft too little nor too much your Head, 
Nor prone to follow, nor refolv'd to lead : 
Confider Things from CircumAances dear. 
Without the Part which You yourfelf may bear : 
Or think how fine your darling Schemes would fliow. 
If man^'d by a Rival, or a Foe : 
Left by Self-Love your Judgment be betray 'd, 
Or Aide, by wild Ambition giddy made, i 

Or fidl, by &aious State or bloodier Envy fway'd. 
If once this Maxim to your Aid you call, 
" Sincere Intention can atone for all," 
Virtue ferewell I 'twill Wrong convert to Right, 
And wafh the darkeft Etbiofian White : 
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No more your Eyes will with Abhorrence view 

Sicilian Even-Song, or Paris' Barthofmew. 

But know, how great (be'er your Aflions aim, ^ 

A Nation's Welfare, or a Monarch's Fame, 

If e'er your Courfe fiom fteady Virtue leans. 

The End can never juftify the Means. 

No Bribes, no Tricks, no Violence is allow'd. 

No private Knavery for the Publick Good. 

As Demonftration fiire is what I tell, 

Tho' H — Y may difpute, orMACHiAVEL. 

In fhort, defert the Path by Crowds purfu'd. 
Dare to be Juft, and to be Great be Good. 
For once believe a Politician's Voice, 
Hear dying Wolset when he mourns his Choice, 
A Great Vain Man ! 

Or view your much-lov'd S o m m e r s foon decay'd, 
Surviver of himfelf, a human Shade : 
Or let your pitying Eye on Marlb'rough fell; 
What boots the German lav'd, or routed Gaul? 
Weigh well that boafted, that immortal Man, 
And then be proud of Greatnefs if You can ! 

Long flood I wav'ring, left my Words might fcem 
An imexperienc'd Vifionary's Dream j 
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At length refolv'd, for what have I to fear ? 
A Frown I dread not, and defpife a Sneer : 
Thus toy Concern if not my Wit Til fliow, 
And if it can be ufefid, — Be it (b. 

H E z E K I A hV thank^iving for his Recovery 
from Sicknefs : Ifai^ 38. 

A PINDARICK ODE. 

I. 

I Said, when vig'rous Health was flown. 
And God the Sentence gave, 
My Life defcends to Darknefi down. 
The Portals of the Grave : 
Stopp'd th' vinfinifli'd Cburfe appears, 
Loft my Refidue of Years. 
11. 
Ne'er fliall again my living Eye 
See the Majefty on high ; 
In his Courts, as heretofore, 
Behold the Face of God no more ; 
Vie\^ his glorious Cloud divine 
O'er the Ark and Cherubs fhine. 

III. To 
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POEMS. 407 

HI. 

To Earth's Inhabitants adieu, 
And G)nTCrie of the Sons of Men : 
Here dole ray troubled Days and few. 
Nor Mark remains that I have been. 
The Shepherd Swain, as fliifts the Wmd, -\ 

Remores his Tent, no Footfleps Trace we find, > 
The tianfitory Shade has left: no Print behind. J 

I 
E'er half the Age of Man complete, 

I find an early Doom, 
Cut like a Web, imperfeA yet, 
In Anger firom the Loom : 
Pining Sicknds ends my Days, 
God commands, and Death obeys. 
IL 
In Shade of Night and Death I lye, 
Ckiunting Minutes as they fly. 
Lingering fly with flow Delay, 
As doubtfiil to renew the Day. 
Nature glad the Mom fliall fee 
Rife, but never rife to Ma 

m. Before 
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in. 

Before the Stare their Sway refign. 
My Liife enfeebled mufl depart ; 
For, Oh I this inftant Wrath Divine 
In funder rends my bleeding Heart : 
My Spirit leaves the mangled Clay, -\ 

My Bones all broke the 'Venger's Might diiplay : > 
So the fierce Lion tears his imrefifting Prey. J 

L 
Yet unexpeded Dawn arole, 

And fhed a cheerleli light ; 
Which ftill my boding Fears fuppole 
Would fet in deadly Night, 
E'er returning Ev'ning Shade 
Timely Reft to Man convey'd. 

The Ciane de&rted and alone, 

Pours a melancholy Moan ; 

Flitting low in wintry Skies, 
The folitary Swallow flies ; 

Murm'ring through the lonely Grove, 

Sadly cooes the widow'd Dove. 

m. Mine 
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m. 

Mine Eyes with looking upward (ui. 
With vain ExpeQance of Relief; 
Thy Pow'r, O Lord, can yet avail, 
Can heal the moft obdutate Giief. 
Proftrate to Duft my Soul is bent^ -jj 

Nor Death nor Hell thy Purpofe can prevent, > 

All Impotence am I,"1)ut Thou Omnipotent J 

I. 
Alas I 'tis He demands my Tears, 

'Tis He diieds the Blow ; 
Whence grov'ling droop my tedious Years 
In Hopeleflhefs of Woe ? 
He, whofe World-creating Call 
Spoke forth Nothing into All. 
II. 
O Lord, Thy pow'rfiil Words beftow 

Lift on mortal Man below ; . 
Spirit, from Corruption free, 
Exiib dependantly on Thee : 
Thy Commands, that all conttoll. 
Speak Recov'ry to my SouL 

F f f . in. For 
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• m. 

For Peace my Bittemefs was great, 
Yet Love Thou deigneft to dUplay ; 
My Life deliv'ring from the Pi^ 
That turns our Earth to common day : 
Thy Mercy hears my plaintive Cries, ^ 

My paft Mildeeds no more in Judgment lile, > 

And all my num'rous Sins are vaniA'd from Thine Eyes.3 
L 
No Tongue thy Glory, Loko^ dilplays 

In Death's eternal Gloom ; 
But dark Oblivion all mufl raze 
Inhabiting the Tomb : 
There no Place for Song remains. 
Speechless Silence ever reigns. 

n. 

Thy Truth have hving Saints receiv'd. 

There unheard and unbeliev'd ; 

Thither Hope can ne'er defcend. 
For Life and Hope together end. 

After Death no Heirs we have, 

All are childlels in the Grave. 

in. The 
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rii 

The Living liall thy Mercy fing. 
The Living chant their joyom Lays ; \^ 

The Father with the Son Ihall bring 
The jomt Thank-Ofiering of their Praife j 
As I to-day : This let my Son, -\ 

And each fiicceeding Heir of Da vi d s Crown, i> 
Tranimit with icepter'd Rule hereditary down. 3 

1. 
The God of David, Nature's Lord, 

Attentive heard my Pray'r ; 
Jehovah, gracious by his Word, 
Did taife me from Defpair : 
Now my Terrors all are o'er. 
Death is dreadfiil now no mate. 

Therefore, my Soul, aloud proclaim 

Praife to th' Everlaiting Name ; 

Tell in lacred Hymns my Joy, 
And ev'ry Inftrument employ ; 

Lead the vocal Quire to &d%^ 

Wake to Harmony the String. 

m. Withiik 
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